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TO 


THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
RICHARD WINGFIELD, 


LORD VISCOUNT POWERSCOURT. 


My Loxzo, 


Havine, with ſome 


induſtry, and an anxiety ever 


to ſelect for the Public, <A 
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attendant on him who vent 
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the following Pokus, it remained 


to give them a Patron; Taſte 

* pointed to your LoxDSHIT, and 
. IrALIA lent her aid to ſhelter 
Weſtern Literature: This Coun- 
try, my Lok, looks up to You, 
whom thirſt for! Science urged to 
draw refinement from her pureſt 


Springs. 


Od 
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4 Countries, marked the progreſs 


Tur Spirit of Poeſy has, in 
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of the Age have taken their 


poliſh from the Genius of Song. 


Feebly had Flaccus wrote, and 
faintly had Maro ſung, if an 
Auguſtus, or a Mœcenas, had been 


wanting to grace their Muſe. 


To foſter and protect the 


{ſcattered Fragments of Genius in 


your NaTive Laxy, muſt affix 
a ſtamp of approbation on your 
Patriotiſm, nothing ſhort of their 


merits; and has conferred a laſting 


Sa 


DEDICATION. 


impreſſion of reſpe& and gratitude 


on the mind of, my Lox, 


Your LoRDSUHIP's 
moſt obedient and 


much obliged humble Servant, 


Aungjer-ſtreet, 
April 20, 1789, 


JOSHUA EDKINS. 
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Iris to be regretted that many productions 
of merit, from not having a proper channel of 
conveyance, ſhould be loſt to the Public ; the 
preſent Work is an attempt to reſcue ſuch pieces 
from oblivion : and, in a long courſe of litera- 
ry purſuits, the Editor hopes that many ſuch 
have fallen into his hands. 


By far the greater number of the Poems con- 
tained in this Volume have never met the public 
eye; and thoſe that have, will not, it is preſum- 
ed, be thought unworthy of being preſerved 
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from the periſhable Publications, in which they 
made their ſirſt appearance. 


PuBLIsHING by Subſcription is conſidered, by 
many, a diſgraceful mode ; and the Editor can- 
not but complain of the illiberality with which 
he has been treated, by a few, even where leaſt 
expected, for his endeavours to promote the 
amuſement of the Public. That emolument was 
not his object is, he truſts, fully evinced by the 
additional and unſjipulated expence to which he 
has voluntarily ſubmitted; as, for little more 
than half that expence, he might have fulſill- 
ed—honourably fulfilled—every engagement 
made to the Public. 


Tux idea of a Subſcription, therefore, was 
adopted and carried into execution with a view 
to guard againſt the poſſibility of any loſs in 
which the Editor might be involved, from a 
deſire to gratify a ruling paſſion ; and, perhaps, 
the uncertain ſucceſs of all literary undertak- 
ings, in this Kingdom, juſtiſies the precaution. 


ADVERTISEMENT. XXVvii 


Bur, however neceſſary this mode might 
have been, before the opinion of the Public 
was diſcovered, there will be no occaſion again 
to adopt it, ſhould their approbation of this 
Volume encourage the Editor to compile a ſe- 
cond, for the accompliſhment of which, he is 
already in poſſeſſion of many valuable materials; 
And he takes this opportunity of ſoliciting the 
contributions of thoſe who may have original 
Poems in their hands. 


To many of his friends he is much indebted, 
as well on account of the readineſs with which 
they furniſhed him with ſevera! pieces of me- 
rit in the preſent Volume, as for their ſtrenu- 
ous exertions to procure the very numerous 
and not leſs reſpectable liſt of Subſcribers pre- 
fixed to it. 


TnE Editor has to expreſs his apprehenſions 


that incorrect copies of ſome Poems may have 


fallen into his hands: — tis but an apprehenſion; 
d 2 
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yet, ſhould it, unfortunately, be well grounded, 
he hopes to be acquitted by their reſpective Au- 
thors, as well in conſideration of his unacquain- 
tance with their places of abode, as a total igno- 
rance of their names: and it is his duty to ob- 
ſerve that whenever he could find out an Au- 
thor his defire was, ſtrictly, attended to, either 
in the publication or ſuppreſſion of his poems : 
where thoſe inquiries were unattended with ſuc- 
ceſs, as neither permiſſion nor refuſal could be ob- 
tained, the gratification of the Public guided his 
determination. 
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INVOCATION To MELANCHOLY, 
A FRAGMEN T. 


Br HENRY HEADLY, 


Goppkss of downcaſt eye, upon whoſe brow 
Misfortune's hand ſeems, dimly, to have drawn 

Her tints of pining hue, to thee belong 
The viſionary tribes of buſy thought 


6 
That croud, in nameleſs ſhapes, the mental eye; 


-AbFteach me, gentle maid, with hermit ſtep, 1 
Thy haunts to find and, ever at thy ſhrine, | ; 
By falry hands with mournful cypreſs hung, F. 
To bend, unſeen, an humble votary. . 4 

| Loſt in ſivect filent thought at eventidde j 

Thou, wakeful, lov'ſt to ſit by river dank, ; 

In ſhade of glen remote, or bofom'd bower, 2 1 


And ponder pleaſures paſt, with fond regret, 
| Like wither'd flowers that once indeed were ſweet, 

Till rouſ d by ſofteſt voice of village maid, 

In ruſſet weeds bedight, with dainty hand, 

Who turns the ſnow-white wool on ſimple wheel, 

Cheating ſlow time with ruſtic madrigal : 

Thou meet'ſt the fainteſt ſun-beam of the Eaſt 

That gilds the heath-thyme and the broom-leaf wild; ; 

Ere ſhepherd's boy has left his lowly cot, 

And heard Me woodland cuckoo's matin voice; 

Ere Dian's nymphs, who, clad in April green, 
Face the keen gale on Cynthus' beetling brow, 

Have daſh'd the ſparkling dew with buſkin'd feet, 
Or ſhook with oy os the diſtant dale. 


When bleak ® ace Be chills, with 3 Icy hand, 
The drooping features of the lingering year 
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And warns the wilder'd wanderer of home, 

I meet thee, liſtening to the hollow blaſt, 
With muſing ear, what time by winter's fire 
The ſocial family, of boon content, h 
Their evening group with ſmiling faces form. 


Your's is the hopeleſs youth whom luckleſs love 
Has crown'd unſeemly with a willow wreath, 

In fad requital for his vows ſincere; 

His laſt fond ſigh is your's, his longing look, 
When loſt for aye he quits his own heart's love 
And views her parting ſtep and waving hand. 
Lead him, indulgent power ! to tangled glade 
That mellow gleams beneath mild evening's ſtar ; 
Or tall green foreſt huſh'd in deep repoſe, 

With hamlets thin beſprent and ruins grey, 
That know no footſtep fave the traveller's ; 
Where Talieflin, in fam'd days long paſt, 

And many a bard whoſe tuneful hand is cold, 
Calbd forth their fabling numbers and awoxe 
The lion ſouls of Cambria's warlike ſons ; 


Near Teivi's haunted ſtream, or Menai's flood, 


Whoſe banks, with cold embroidery, nature fring'd 
And left her ſhaggy outline, that diſdains 
The tawdry finiſh of the harlot art. 
Here lap his ſoul in bland forgetfulneſs, 
Teach him in peace to wear the heavy hour, 
B 2 
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And on the dimple of his faded cheek, 

From whence the roſe has long a truant been, 
Afew kind tears, for pity's ſake, let fall. 

As on he thunders, midſt à ſhrinking world, 
With threatning gait and blood-ſtain'd ſword in hand, 
With tacit ſigh, as ſacred as the tears 

'That angels ſhed when envious Satan fell, 
Thou view'ſt Ambition, for a brittle crown, | 
Cut his fell paſſage through the heart of kings ; 
His little day in clouds for ever ſet, 

At laſt, unknell'd, oblivion's prey he falls, 

Left to the naked blaſt, and e en deny'd 

The cheap and nauſeous breath of rabble vile; 
No lay unletter'd marks the ſpot, remote, 
Where his poor aſhes, with the common herd 
Of clay-cold mortals, find their laſt abode ; 
No face of friend, in decent ſorrow ſunk, 

His name remembers or his turf protects. 

I ſuch the rugged path that leads to fame, 
Each ſplendid hope and nobler aim forgot, 

Oh God! Id rather be a looby peaſant, 

Eat my brown bread and fatten in the ſun 

On bench by highway fide, or cottage door, 
Than wait th' inſulting nod of abject power; 
Than dog and fawn with baſe humility 

To catch her pamper'd ear and Proteus fmile. 


0-63 
With thee, o'er many a ſcatter'd wreck of fate, 
Much may I love to caſt a penſive eye, 
The caſtle's ſhattered front of rough aſpect, 
High on the naked hill, like faulcon, perch'd; 
The moated hall, in lap of lonely dell, 
From *midſt embrowning trees obſcurely ſeen ; 
Oft may I mark with you, with you exclaim, 
ce In days of yore, with old magnificence, 
« Here dwelt the baron bold or gallant knight; 
« Here, in this hall, their maſſy armour hung; 
« Here, at the gorgeous tilt or tournament, | 
« Oft would the bards awake th' enlivening ſtring 
« Of airy harps to deeds of chivalry ; 
« Struck by the magic of whoſe minſtrel chime, 
« The ſun-burnt ploughman, as he hied him home, 
&« Would oft uplift his brow in mute amaze, 
& And catch, with raviſh'd ear, the far-off ſound : 
i Here oft the rafter'd roofs, full blithly, ſung 
« With tunes of Chevy-Chace and Hardiknute 
Nor wanting were there, to inſpire the dance, 
Kind blue-ey'd maids full fair and peerleſs deem'd, 
« Who lent their tempting looks and ſofteſt ſmiles.” 
Ah ! let me rove, with thee, at duſky eve, 
That deſolated pile of Gothic mould, 
Where the lone lapſe of yon ſequeſter'd ſtream, 
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Winding its wave neglected, near the ſpot, 
With the wild muſic of it's murmuring, 

Suits the ſad genius of the ſacred place; 
Where Superſtition, o'er the paly lamp, 

Long with ſunk eye her midnight veſpers ſung. 
Give me to ſtand aghaſt, as, by the Moon, 
Her ſupplicating, martyr'd form half ſeen, 
Bent on the fragment of a broken croſs, 

I view, while darkling powers Nyctimene 

Her deathlike watch- ſong in the ear of night; 
Or from the lengthening aile, or fretted roof, 
Bruſhes, with failing wing, the ſtagnant dew: 
Here Time who, daily, in his viewleſs flight, 
Still wider throws oblivion's deep'ning ſhade, 
Now on the mouldering tomb, in grim ſtate, fits 
And laughs at all the baſeleſs hopes of man. 


Child of the potent ſpell and nimble eye, 
Young Fancy, oft, in rain-bow veſt array'd, 
Points to new ſcenes that, in ſucceſſion, paſs 
Acroſs the wond'rous mirror that ſhe bears, 
And bids thy unſated ſoul and wand'ring eye 
A wider range o'er all her proſpects take: 

Lo, at her call, New-Zealand's waſtes ariſe! 
Caſting their ſhadows far along the main, 
. Whoſe brows, cloud-cap'd in joyleſs majeſty, 
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No human foot hath trod ſince time began; 
Here death-like ſilence, ever brooding, dwells, 
Save when the watching ſailor ſtartled hears, 
Far from his native land, at darkſome night, 
The ſhrill-ton'd petrel, or the penguin's voice, 
That ſkim their trackleſs flight on lonely wing, 
Through the bleak regions of a nameleſs main 


Here danger ſtalks and drinks, with glutted ear, 


The wearied failor's moan and fruitleſs ſigh, 
Who, as he ſlowly cuts his daring way, 
Affrighted, drops his axe and ſtops, awhile, 

To near the jarring echoes lengthen'd din, 

That fling from pathleſs cliffs their ſullen ſound : 
Oft here the fiend his griſly viſage ſhews, 

His limbs of giant form in veſture clad 

Of drear collected ice and ſtiffened ſnow, 

The ſame he wore a thouſand years agone, 

That thwarts the ſun-beam and- endures the day. 


Tis thus, by Fancy ſhewn, thou kenn'ſt, entranc'd, 


Lone tangled woods, and ever ſtagnant lakes, 
That know no zephyr pure or temperate gale, 
By baleful Tigris“ banks, where, oft they ſay, 
As late, in ſullen march, for prey he prowls, 
The tawny lion ſees his ſhadow'd form, 

At ſilent midnight, by the moon's pale gleam, 


* 


On the broad ſurface of the dark deep wave; 
Here, parch'd at mid - day, oft the paſſenger 
Invokes, with lingering hope, the tardy breeze, 
And, oft, with filent anguiſh, thinks, in vain, 
On Europe's milder air and filver ſprings. | 


Thou, unappall'd, can'ſt view aſtounding fear 
With ghaſtly viſions, wild, and train unbleſt 
Of aſhy fiends, at dead of murkey night, 
Who catch the fleeting ſoul, and ſlowly pace, 7 
With viſage dimly ſeen and beck'ning hand, 

Of ſhadowy forms that, ever on the wing, 

Flit by the tedious couch of wan deſpair ; 
Methinks I hear him, with impatient tongue, 

The lagging minutes chide, whilſt ſad he ſits 
And notes their ſecret lapſe, with ſhaking head ; 
See, ſee, with tearleſs glance, they mark his fall 
And cloſe his beamleſs eye, who, trembling, meets 
A late repentance and an early grave. 

With thine and elfin fancy's dreams well pleaſ'd, 

Safe in the lowly vale of letter'd eaſe, 

From all the dull buffoonery of life, 

Thy facred influence grateful may I own, 2 
Nor, till old age ſhall lead me to my tomb, A | 
Quit thee and allthy charms with many a tear. ö 
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On Omole, or cold Soracte's top, 
Singing defiance to the threat'ning ſtorm, 
Thus the lone bird, in winter's rudeſt hour, 
Hid in ſome cavern, ſhrouds its ruffled plames, 
And through the long, long night, regardleſs, hears 
The wild wind's keeneſt blaſt and daſhing rain. 


VERSES, WRITTEN 


ON A 


WIiNTER'S NIGHT. 


By THE SAME, 


Wy O heeds it when the lightning's forked gleam 
The rifted towers of old Cilgarran ſtrikes ? 
Keen from the piercing Eaſt, or when the blaſt, 
In dreadful ſpeed, at midnight, howls along 
The drifted deſart, or the frozen main, | 

Or to the earth, on Mona's chaſmy fide, 

Bends the broad knotted oak—yet fad it is 

To think that, at this very hour, perhaps, 

The ſelf-ſame blaſt, with angry viſiting, 

May play the ruffian, with a vermil cheek, 
Scatter, at will, the few and tatter d weeds, 
And dim, with bitter tears, the radiant eye, 
Of ſome unnotic'd daughter of Diſtreſs; 

To think that ſhe may want Compaffion's figh, 
That in no ſingle eye, through the wide world, 
Save mine alone, her gentle image lives, 
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Ye happier ſouls, whoſe winter days are none, 
Who baſk, in ſunſhine of proſperity, 
And feel no flint in all the paths of life, 
How little know ye what affliction is 
To pine alone with ſad diſquietude, 
To ſojourn long and late, with nakedneſs; 
In torments new, to watch the ſlow decline 
Of each returning day without a hope, 
And, with dejection, meet the merry morn; 
To loſe good hours and hear, with aching heart, 
The train of bluſhleſs Folly ſweeping by, 
Nor dare, though hunger knaws, to dog its heels, 
Before old age comes on, and beckons death, 
Wrinkles to meet, that laughter never fills, 
But mournful ſtreams of unremitting tears ; 
And, when the fiends of life their worſt have done, 
To have the memory clean forgotten, 
Ere the poor body rots and falls to duſt. 
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WRITTEN amipsr THE RUINS 
OF 


BROOMHOLM PRIORY, 


IN NORFOLK. 


Br THE SAME. 


B ROOMHOLM, thy vaulted roofs and tow'rs ſublime, 


Yield to the gradual touch of ſilent Time, 
Whoſe luckleſs ſtole, in duſky mantlings ſpread, 
Veils the fair proſpect of thy once fam'd head, 
And all thy beauty, now, but dim, appears 
Through the dark backward of a thouſand years. 
Scar'd at the blaſt that, hollow from the main, 
 Moleſts, with ſullen pauſe, her ancient reign, 
By the wan moon-beam, oft, the bird of night 
Lengthens her feral note and wheels her flight 
Oer the cold limbs that, ever mould'ring, lie 
Beneath the winter's wind and ſummer ſky. 
What though, in vain, with curious eye, we trace 
The tarniſh'd ſemblance of the ſacred place, 
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(43 [3 
With eye profane, its fading tints explore, 
That mark the features of the days of yore, 
And fain would, eager, ſnatch from ruffian Time 
The moſs-grown fragment of a monkiſh rhyme ; 
What though no more, at early dawn of day, 
Eve's miſty hour, .or twilight's trembling ray, 
With ken, full blithe, the mariner eſpies 
Thy glitt'ring domes and maſſy tow'rs ariſe * ; 
Far from the dizzy maſt, he looks, in vain, 


2 


What though no ſcanty path we, here, deſcry 


And longs to ſee his native ſhore again. 


To cheer, with foot of man, the ſorrowing eye, 
Rough from the graſp of age, thy walls deride 
The lighter ſymmetry of modern pride, 

Fancy, ſtill fond, prevents the long drawn aile, 
Aud feels the brooding Genius of the pile ; 

Her magic ſpell th' emblazon'd arms ſupplies, 

And gives the gorgeous pane a thouſand dyes 
Rebuilds the trophied tomb of many a knight, 
With high hung elm and pond'rous ſpear bedight ; 
Still, the damp ſhrines a grateful awe inſpire, 

Pale burn the lamps, and rapt the ſtoled choir 
Still, the loud organ's peal I ſeem to hear, 

That wakes the ſlumb'ring ſoul and fills the raviſh'd ear. 


* This Priory was fomerly a ſea- mark. 


THE 


B E GG ARS D O G. 


Br THE SAME. 


Vr pamper'd favourites of baſe mankind, 
Whether with riches poor, or learning blind, 
From your diſtracted views oh ! pauſe awhile, 
And hear a brother's tale without a ſmile ; 

And let contrition note how much is due 

To all the generous cares I owe to you 

Whilſt fatt'ning Pomp, ſecure in cumb'rous ſtate, 
His ſcanty crumbs withheld and barr'd his gate, 
Nor, ſullen, deign'd, with ſcorn's averted eye, 

The cheaper tribute of a ſelfiſh ſigh, 

The needieſt ſuppliant of ſorrow's train 

For bread I, hung'ring, ſought, and ſought in vain ; 
Each petty ſolace, thus, by you, deny'd, 

With ſleepleſs watch, Fidelio ſupply'd, 

When Winter wet with rain my trembling beard, | 
My falling tear he felt, my groan he heard, 
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C 39-3 
When my grey locks, at night, the wild wind rent, 
Like wither'd moſs upon a monument,— 
What could he more?—againſt the pit'leſs ſtorm, 
He lent his little aid to keep me warm! 
Ev'n now, as, parting with his lateſt breath, 
He feels the thrilling graſp of coming death, 
With all that fond fidelity of face, 
That marks the features of his honeſt race, 


His half-uplifted eye in vain he moves, 
And gaſps to lick the helpleſs hand he loves, 


VERSES szxxr To A LADY, 


IN RETURN FOR 


A SPRIG: or MTN TI. E. 


By Dx. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 


W HAT hopes, what terrors, does thy gift create, 


Ambiguous emblem of uncertain fate; 

The MrxrLE, enſign of ſupreme command, 
” Conſign'd, by Venus, to Melifſa's hand; 

Not leſs capricious than a reigning fair, 

Now grants, and now rejects a lover's prayer, 
In Myrtle ſhades oft fings the happy ſwain, 
In Myrtle ſhades deſpairing ghoſts complain: 
The myrtle crowns the happy loyers' heads, 
Th' unhappy lover's grave the myrtle ſpreads ; 
O, then, the meaning of thy gift impart, 
And eaſe the throbbings of an anxious heart! 
Soon muſt this bough, as you ſhall fix his doom, 
Adorn Philander's head, or grace his tomb, 


4 
2 
4 
5 
* 
2 
15 
1 


5 
4 
3 


Es 


4 FRIENDS HIP. 
x [ 

1 „ Qu#%+* 

| 8 Es. 

2 

3 N SPRING of life, our early Friendſhip ſprung, 


With tender root, for yet the plant was young ; 
3 And may it ſtill, with thriving vigour, grow, 
A I Nor the chill blaſt of cold indifffrence know: 
JZ I fear not ſtrife or envy, hateful weeds ! 
Heav'n roots them out, which ſtrews fair Friend{hip's vir- 
tuous ſeeds. | 


In youth's warm SUMMER, in the heat of toil, 

And worldly cares, when ſcorpion paſſions broil ; 

Whether the load of bus'neſs preſs the ſoul, 

Or love, which reaſon ſeldom can controul, 

Still may the ceaſeleſs ſtream of Friendſhip flow, 
Our wearied minds refreſh and quench the rage of woe. 
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C39 3 
And, when the AUTUMN of our days draws near, 
When our fond homes domeſtic cares endear, I 
Retir'd from buſtle and each vain purſuit, : 1 
Then we'll enjoy fair Friendſhip's grateful fruit,“ | 
Ripen'd by time, its ſweets increas'd, each day, 
In one continu'd courſe and never to decay. 
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And, laſt, when W1iNTRY age comes on, apace, ; 
Preſents his feeble form and furrow'd face, ; 
With virtue arm'd, we'll meet th' approach of Death, I 


Take one farewell and calmly yield our breath ; 


And, may Almighty Mercy grant my pray'r, 
We'll meet again in heav'n, for ever freed from care. 
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FROM A 


YOUNG LADY ro urs SISTER, 


WITH A MINCE PIE. 


Dea R CrarLoTTE, my promiſe has long been de- 


lay'd, 
Yet, believe me, I never forgot it was made 
But the croſs-roads to Aſhford 1 fear'd would agree 
As ill with the frame of my Pie as with me, 
Which, I truſt, you'll allow was a very good reaſon 
For keeping it here till tis near out of ſeafon. 
Pve been thinking this Pie, with proper explaining, 
Might be prov'd to contain hieroglyphical meaning : 
Of the various ingredients of which it is made, 
Had I but a genius, there's much might be ſaid ; 
But, ſince that is wanting, c'enlet us agree 
That the compound ſhall ſerve as an emblem of mg. 
Old Mary put this in my head, by the bye, 
For when I inquir'd if ſhe'd made me a Pie, 

D 2 


629 
Os yes, Ma'am, tis done, and Pve wrote Anne a letter, 
* And [thought that the bigger I made it the better; 
« For, tho' to be ſure it don't look vaſt genteel, 
„„I thought that Miſs ChARLOTTE might like a good 
deal | ; 
cc And, when folks are fond of a thing, Ma'am, you know, 
« They don't ſo much care about making a ſhow.” 
Right, Mary, thotHhe I, tis my caſe to a T 
Pm not vaſtly genteel yet ſhe's partial to me. 
So] took up my pen and am ſet down to try 
How far I run parallel with a Mixce Pie, 


Its appearance is ſolid, if look'd at when whole, 
But, diſſected, you ſee that the parts are frivole; 
Then, my dear, with what ſtrange contradictions we meet 
| There's ſpirit and acid, inſipid and ſweet z 
It is eaſily heated, and, ſoon it grows cold; 

That this is my temper you need not be told ; 

And, if you look back, I think you will find 

The emblem holds good, both in body and mind. 
The ſweetmeats I claim not, but thoſe ſerve to ſhow 
The pleaſing additions my friends can beſtow 

They firſt give the taſte which they after admire 
And fancy I ſhine while I borrow their fire: 

As examples of this, I could name more than one 
But I like not digreſſions, and, therefore, haye done. 
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The mince-meat, in ſhort, is a ſtrange compoſition z 


But it is not more various than my diſpoſition 
And yet, my Dear Girl, tho' you ſcarce can tell why, 


You love the odd mixture in fiſter and Pie. 

Here my ſimile ends, as I wiſh not to prove 

"Tis but for a Seaſon that either you love: 

Of half my acquaintance, I grant, this is true, 

But, truſt me, I neer will believe it of you: 

Your taſte may be bad; but your love is ſincere, 

And that will be mine, thro” each change of the year. 
I know you ſo well that I'm ſure to preſerve it, 

For, as long as I value, you'll think I deſerve it; 

And, while I can purchaſe your friendſhip with mine, 
I have not a fear that your love will decline. 


Adieu] my dear CHaRLoTTE—my paper is full 
And, I find, I begin to grow ſpecially dull : 
So, leſt you ſhould be better convinc'd of 't than I 
PII ſeal up my letter and ſend your Mixce Pte. 


rein sp ns. 


Br THOMAS SPRING, E= 4 


Tur ſun has chas'd the ſnows away, 
And SPRING returns to chear ; 
To make the face of Nature gay, 
And gild the infant year. 


Soft joy comes, wafted in the breeze, 
And pleaſure crowns the ſcene, 

A brighter beauty clothes the trees, 
And ev'ry field is green: 


The wing'd muſicians of the grove 
Forſake their ſtraw built bow'r, 

And, to the objects of their love, 
Their artleſs ſonnets pour ; 
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6 23 
No harſh reſtraint their boſoms know, 
Fair Nature rules their choice, | 
And all their honeſt raptures flow, 
Unfetter'd, as their voice. 


While ev'ry tongue ſalutes the SpRING, 
And pleaſure fills the air, 

And ev'ry Youth prepares to bring 
His tribute to the fair, 


That taſk if I ſhould undertake, 
What preſent can I ſend ?— 

What preſent that, at once, may ſpeak 
The lover and the friend ? 


No fervile praiſe her worth ſhall wrong, 
Or violate her ears, 

While candour pours the honeſt ſong, 
That beauty ſeldom hears ; 


A ſong where truth and beauty ſhine, 
Beyond the blaze of art, 

And the muſe ſpeaks, in ev'ry line, 
The language of the heart. 


N 3 
And you, ye gay fantaſtic train, ö 7 
That, ſtill, attend the fair, 1 
Say, ſhall the bard your favour gain, =} 
Whadares to be ſincere ? 5, 
Who dares to ſay, a face, alone, 
Cou'd never make him ſigh ; 
In ev'ry line tho? beauty's ſhewn 
And lightnings arm the eye ? 
The faireſt flow'r the ſpring ſupplies, 
How ſwiftly its decay ! 
It buds and bloſſoms, droops and dies, 


The glory of a day ! 


Such is the date of Beauty's reign, 


So ſhort livdis the joy 

Which time can waſte, or ſickneſs tain, | n 
© Or accident deſtroy. Y 

, 3 

Io higher worth my ſoul aſpires, Y 
And bows to Beauty's ſhrine, 8 

When Virtue lends her ſacred fires 1 

And points the path divine. ; 


( 2s ) 
When Innocence, with conſcious grace, 
Her angel pow'r ſupplies, 
And glows with bluſhes in the face 
And ſparkles ia the eyes, 


Mine be the maid whoſe honeſt heart, 
Whoſe modeſt worth diſdains 


To view, with joy, the lover's ſmart, 


And triumph in his pains : 


In whom the graces, all, conſpire 
To captivate and pleaſe, 

With female ſoftneſs, manly fire, 
And dignity with eaſe. 


She in whoſe mind all virtues ſhine, 
That can adorn the breaſt-; 

All gracious heav'n, let her be mine 
And Fortune rule the reſt. 


The Muſe no farther can expreſs 
Be this the poet's fame, 

That all, who know her, may confeſs 
He need not add the name. 
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ON THE DEATH OF 
EN TE Rt AL W0-L-4 . 


Benorp the man ! with rev'rence, ſpeak his name, 

Whole life was virtue, and whoſe death was fame; 

As Cæſar temp'rate, mild, humane and brave, 

Eager to conquer, more intent to ſave 

By friends, by foes—by Envy's ſelf admir'd, 

Before Quebec, in glory, he expir'd. 

Yet, ere he fell, when now the day was won, 

And thouſand tongues proclaim, They run — They 
run!” | | | 

Starting from death, Who run?“ the hero cry d, 

&« The French!“ “ Thank Heav'n !” he ſaid, then ſmil' d 
and dy d 


So bright his courſe, his glory ſo compleat, 
He muſt have dy'd, or, living, been leſs great. 
Around his corſe victorious thouſands ſtood, 
Weeping their leader's fall in tears of blood: 


N ee 1 832 - . 6 . 1 =” * - 
- * A 6s. 2 NN. i <4 * 4 = oy * ; 
8 * n * 
* A , : _ i . 4 | 
ge s R S 5 1 288 ax "4 y ** Ms 4 * < : * — A 4 mV N * 5 1 4 3 
E > . —õqW———J— ͤm̃— . . ß MICA ba Bene IIA HE, a es 
Bo EC hy > 20-4 lp * . £ 4 : 


ed Fs 2 


N _ * "So Sy OF 
Hoe IS. ne EIS 


Smt 
* 
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Whilſt throughout Britain's wide extended iſle, 
Nor heard was joy—nor ſeen a ſingle ſmile ; 
But, pleaſure loath'd and bus'neſs at a ſtand, 
One univerſal grief o'erſpread the land. 


His aged Monarch, mourning on his throne, 
Beheld a mighty empire now his own ; 
But ſaw, with ſorrow, what he wiſely thought, 
A fatal purchaſe far too dearly bought 
Fatal indeed ! by which in fortune croſt, 
He gain'd a world but WoL rx for ever loſt, 
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SACRED ro tj: MEMORY 
OF 


Mz INCHBA LD, Contniax. 


By Ma. JOHN KEMBLE, 


Or Tu: THEATRE-ROYAL, DRURY-LANE, 


Wu AT time the weak-ey'd owl, on twilight wing 
Slow borne, her veſper ſcream'd to eve and roug'd 
The lazy wing of bat, 
With beetle's ſullen hum, 
Friendſhip and ſhe, the maid of penſive mien, 
Pale Melancholy, point my ſorrowing ſteps 
To meditate the dead, 
And give my Friend a tear. 
Here let me pauſe, and pay the tribute due : 
Silent, it trickles down my cheek and drops 
Upon the recent ſod, 
That lightly claſps his heart. 
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( 29 ) 
But ah! how vain—nor Flatt'rys pow'r, nor Wealth's, 
Nor Friendſhip's tear, nor widow'd Anna's voice, 
Sweet as the harps of heav'n, 
Can move the tyrant Death. 
Hence, ye impure!—for hark !—around his grave 
The Siſters chaſte, the Siſters, whom he lov'd, 
In ninefold cadence, chaunt 
Immortal harmony. 
"Tis done—'tis done The well-earn'd laurel ſpreads 
Its verdant foliage o'er his honour'd clay : 
| Again the Muſes ſing 
| « 'Thalia's was the dead.” 
Thou honeſt man farewell ! I would not ſtain 
Thy worth with praiſe——yet not the bright bair'd King 
Who woo's the roſy morn 
And, Weſt'ring, ſkirts the ſky 
With ruddy gold and purple, e er ſhall ſee 
Thy likeneſs—nor yon paly creſcent call 
Her weeping dews, to kiſs 
A turf more lov'd than thine | 


| ET © E G 4 
OCCASIONED BY THE MUCH LAMENTED DEATH OF 


0 HN Me. M O L IL E N. Ee 
By rur Rev. JOHN BALL, A. M. 


O GLORY, wealth, and pow'r, how vain your boaſt ! 
To earth's poor ſpeck and life's ſhort ſpan confin'd ! 

No ſooner blown than blaſted, gain'd than loſt, 

be viſion fades, nor leaves a trace behind. 


When Death has laid your haughty minion low, 
What though ttis yours to rear the ſculptur'd pile, 
Can you command one genuine tear to flow, 
Or ſigh to heave along the echoing aile ? 


Ah no !—though pyramids o'er-laid his breaſt, 
And marble, pil'd on marble, touch'd the ſky, 
Midſt all the pageantry of grief, unbleſt 
And tearleſs, might the lord of thouſands lie. 


. 
Not fo, fair Virtue, when thy vot'ries fall 
Unpurchas'd Woe attends their humble dier, 
Friendſhip and Piety ſupport the pall, 
And grateful Mem'ry drops the tender tear. 


Such was Me. Mol. Lx late !—and fuch his end — 
In ev'ry path of honeſt fame approv'd, 

The widow's advocate, the orphan's friend, 
In death regretted, as in life belov'd. 


Son, brother, huſband, father—ev'ry bond, 
That links congenial ſouls, in him was ſtrong z 

True to their fev'ral claims, his heart, his hand, 
Were borne, by Nature's genial tide, along. 


An independent ſpirit, proud to hold 
Its virtue without price, and without dow'r ; 

A conſcience —Senates !— never bought nor ſold, 
Nor caught by poplar air, nor awd by pow'r. 


An honeſt tongue, that never ſwerv'd from truth 
An honeſt face, that ſpoke the heart alone; 

A chearful age, that wore the ſmiles of youth ;— 
Theſe were his merits—and he thought them none. 


( 32 ) 
Thus form'd, thus principPd, in life's calm vale; 
Secure, he ſmil'd upon th' ambitious tribe, 
Preferring, far, his infant's liſping tale 
To Faction's clarion, or the whiſper'd bribe, 


Now ſay, ye worldlings, what was his reward ?— 
A meed which crowns nor titles ever gave; 
Sweet conſcience, heav'n approving, earth's regard, 
And pious Friendſhip weeping o'er his grave 
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ODE To SINCERITY, 


By WILLIAM PRESTON, Esq, M. R. I. A. 


A RisE, in majeſty confeſt, 
SINCERITY, thou ſacred day-ſpring of the breaſt ! 
Thine eye the felon Paſſions fear, 
The mental monſters diſappear ; 
Like prowling tribes, from Phœbus' ken, 
With light unwonted ſtruck and aw'd, 
That hide, within the murky den; 
Baſe Fear, Hypocriſy and Fraud, 
Deceit, like the Hyzna fell, 
And Calumny, with ceaſeleſs yell, 
And low- born Craft, and ſelfiſh Art, 
Shrink to the inmoſt windings of the hollow heart. 
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The clouds diſperſe—the vapours fly 
Wide ofer th* untroubl'd plain of blue tranſlucent ſky, 
Effulgence mild, ſerenely bright, 
A flood of glory waves its light ; 
F 


( 34 ) 
- Celeſtial ſymphonies reſound, 

My heart expands——my foul is air 
A Spirit lifts me from the ground, — 


I hail the form divinely fair; '# 
Yes—— Thou art here th elated ſoul i 
Exulting owns thy proud controul ; 4 
She comes in majeſty confeſt, * | 4 
SINCERITY, the ſacred day-ſpring of the breaſt. | 4 


Auſpicious to the race of Man, niit! 5 5 3 
The fates ordain d thy birth ere eldeſt. ime begon 2 4 
And bade the ſons of earth, in thee, 5 
Bear the rich ſtamp of deity; 1 
When Innocence. diſplay d her * Hatt ts es ace 

The virgin bluſh of orient dye, "Ty 1 Þ 3 „ 1 
And Courage wog'd her this aus, Pm . F 

The chief of haughty heevwwand eye | ; 
Within the temple of the mind, OO 
The god of light their wiſhes join'd, 

And ev'ry virtue hail'd the morn, | 


When thou, their eldeſt hope SINCERITY, wert born. 


From crouds and courts thy parents fled ; 
They nurſt thee in the low ſequeſter'd ny, 
For Paſſions vile, with fury fir d. | 
Againſt th tender youth conſpir d; 


1 


The trackleſs wild and ſhaggy glen, 
Where hunters rang'd and lions roar'd ; 
The caves and huts of ſavage men, 
Thine infant footſteps firſt explor'd, 
Till lur'd by Freedom's awful ſtrains, 
Thy light adorn'd the Grecian plains ; 
Then mighty Rome ador'd thy charms, 
And fed thy veſtal flame, amidſt the din of arms. 


Thy filters, Truth and Liberty,” , ; 
And gen'rous Acts and Aims thy beautcous ollspring be; 
Chaſte guardian of the facred cells ! 
Where each delighted Virtue dwells, 
The fainted. band SR e e b RIO TALT'S 
By Kindred intuition ſhown, - EN 
From. breaſt wh breaſt of wh be, 
The ogkach $ life divinely 1 
Thro' thee was touch'd with fire of old, 
When, zealous for th' Almighty's law, 
He ſmote the fcepter'd wretch with ſhame and conſcious 


awe. 


Thy 3 the patriot alien 1 
* popular acclaim, or tyrant frowns, unmov d ; 


4j3®-2 

And, taught by thee, the fervent tongue 
Checks the bold ſtrides of giant Wrong 
Ere while, in academic ſhade, 

Thou led'ſ th' ingenuous ſteps of youth; 
And, taught by thee, the porch ſurvey'd 

The radiance of thy ſiſter Truth; 
Thou with the juſt Athenian * dwelt ; 
Thy mighty charms the Catos felt; 
Inſpir d by thee, by thee ſuſtain'd, 
The rage of Punic foes proud Regulus diſdain'd. 


But Friendſhip, chief, is all thine own, 
She droops, ſhe languiſhes, ſhe dies, when thou art flown 
Her ſoul thou art, her genial heat, 
Informing nerve, and vital beat ; 
Thine is the gen'rous ecſtaſy, 
|  Suffuſive, mantling o'er the face, 
Th* expanſive heart, the kindling eye, 
The ſtraining of a dear embrace 
She flies from Art, ſhe ſcorns Diſguiſe, 
But moſt from Fraud, and Falſehood flies; 
Thou too muſt nurſe the little loves 
And tend their roſeate bow'rs, their ſprings and myrtle 
groves, 


* Ariſtides, 
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And what is Hymen wanting thee ? 
The fiend of dire Deſpair and cruel Sorcery, 
Evok d by prieſts with mutter'd ſpell ; 
From murky pits of deepeſt hell; 
His ſway becomes a tyrant's reign, 

Unleſs thou mak'ſ his altar bright, 
His filken band a galling chain, 

Unleſs thou lend'ſt his torch thy light; 
His altar elſe will ſoon exhale, 
A lurid ſmoak, a poiſ' nous gale 
His torch a Stygian brand become, 
To guide the mourner's foot, and ſhow th' untimely tomb. 


Chaſte Nymph, may ne'er Brutality, 
Or Spleen, or Rancour baſe, or ſavage Cruelty, 
Aſſume thy form, thy name profane, 
To give the feeling boſom pain ; 
May woman's ſoft and pliant ſoul 
Thy pure refining cares employ, 
Leſt Faſhion, with her vile controul, 
The native innocence deſtroy, 
By monitors unworthy taught 
To hide tt exalted glowing thought, 
Or Education's ſordid toil 
With Craft, and mean Diſguiſe the virgin boſom ſoil. 


( 38 ) 

Where mazy paths of life divide, 
Thy pure and ſteady light, ſhall be my faithful guide ; 
Full oft deceiv'd, believing till, 
Diſtruſt ſhall ne'er my boſom fill ; 
No—till I fink in endleſs fleep, 

Thy wonted influ'nce thou ſhalt hold ; 
My tongue thine hallow'd law ſhall keep, 

Not rudely firm, nor harſhly bold ; 
Come, fill my ſoul, inform my heart, 
Preſerve me pure from ſordid Art, 
Unbrib'd by Wealth, by Pow'r nnaw'd, 
To Fatt'ry's menial taſk, or baſe degen'rate Fraud. 


Chaſte Pow'r ! if, ſtill, with hallow'd awe, 
From earlieſt youth, my tongue hath kept thy law, 
Unbiaſs'd from the ſteady plan, 

By Fortune's frown or ſpite of man, 
Thy ſacred guerdon let me find, 

Some kindred ſoul, reſponſive heart ; 
His eye ſhall read mine inmoſt mind, 

PII make him of myſelf a part 
But never let me prove the ſting, 

That in the wounded ſoul doth ſpring, 
When poor Credulity muſt mourn, 
In fad funereal weed, round parted Friendſhip's urn. 
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( 39 ) 


One dearer bleſſing, yet, be mine, 
And life's aſpiring aims, and pageants J reſign ;— 
Give me ſome faithful female breaſt, 
And let my weary ſoul have reſt ; 
Too long, too long, with many a wound, 

My heart hath bled where moſt it lov'd, 
When ſeeking thee, Deceit I found ; 

And hop'd for Truth, and Falſehood prov'd ; 
Give me, if ſuch a maid there be, 
A maid inform'd by truth and thee, 
Untainted, in this cruel age, 
With fatal thirſt of gold, and diſſipation's rage. 


( 40 ) 


„Ü 


BT THE SAME, 


Tux croud may praiſe the ruddy morn, 
The vulgar blaze of day, 

More vary d charms the night adorn, 
The ſtarry train diſplay. 


The morn a village hoyden ſeems, 
Array'd in gown ſo white; 

In ſable ſtole, bedeck d with gems, 

Appears the graceful night. 


Nor breaſt of ſnow my heart alarms, 
Nor bugle eyes of jet ; 

Give me the lively poignant charms 
That deck the bright BRUNETTE. 


Her eyes, pervading ev'ry part 
With ſoft delicious fire, 
Would ſeem to whifper—Mira's heart 
Can feel what we inſpire. 
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( 41 ) 
Her ſmiles uncounted charms ſupply 
And all-commanding reign 
They'd make a faint his god deny, 
They'd ſooth a martyr's pain. 


Her graceful locks, that flow ſo free 
And wanton with the air, 

Unbound themſelves, yet fetter me,— 
My heart hangs by a hair. 


Excurſive o'er th harmonious frame 
The ſoul of beauty roves, 

And Cupids light the lambent flame 
Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks or moves. 


Such was the charming gipſy Queen, — 
A world of old ſhe coſt ; 

Had I another world, I ween, 
Twere well for Mira loſt. 


WRITTEN m Tus COUNTRY, 


By THE SAME. 


BND to the yoke, my proud, rebellious ſoul, 
Nor vainly ſtrive, againſt the ſoft controul- 
The ſoft controul, that beauty's throne ſurrounds, 
That dwells in poliſh'd ſenſe, or tuneful ſounds. 
When thou wert firſt with notes melodious thrill'd, 
With airy forms and lofty potions fill CC 
When fancy clear'd the viſual nerve, to trace 
The lines of beauty and the forms of grace; 
Then wert thou fated by the pow'rs above. 
Fo ſigh for woman, and to live for love 

Part of my being, with my heart-ſtrings twin'd, 
Inſtinctive ardor fill'd my feeling mind. 

Is it for thee her rigours to decline ? 

When Mira frowns—ſhall haughty looks be mine ? 
Vain my reſentment—and my flight as vain, 

Her form purſues me to the' diſtant plain; 


( 43 ) 


Oh ſooner ſhall the moth, revengeful, aim, 
Scorch'd as he is, to ſhun the taper's flame, — 
Bright eyes, and graceful locks, and radiant ſmiles, 
And hope, the flatt'rer, that my heart beguiles, 
Awhile ſeem'd baniſh'd ; but with force combin'd, 
And ſtrength renew'd, they burſt upon my mind ; 
Strong as the tide, returning o'er the ſand, 
Devours the beach and rolls along the land ; 

I muſt ſubmit, and ſhould the vengeful fair 

The keeneſt tortures of her ſcorn prepare, 

No more reſentment—the fubmiſlive thrall, 

With humbled ſpirit muſt endure them all, 

I would not, Mira, if I could, be free, 

Life were not life, depriv'd of love and thee— 
Unus'd to bondage, when th' indignant ſlave 

Flies to the mountains, or the ſavage cave, 
Alternate ills his finking ſoul affright, 

Famine, by day, deyouring beaſts, by night; 
Subdu'd, at length, he quits the wild retreat, 

To fall, ſubmiſſive, at his maſter's feet; 

With ſpirit humbled, he no more complains, 

But woos his labours and demands his chains.— 
Nine weary months my conſtant truth have prov'd, 
And abſence only told how much I lov'd 

Wiſdom is try'd, by fortune's wanton ſmiles, 

And, Courage in the ſcene of martial toils, 
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Their faith, by torments, chriſtian heroes prove, 
But abſence is the teſt of faithful Love : 

If vig'rous Love can, unabated, live, 

When looks and ſmiles their food no longer give, 
And people earth, and fill the void of air, 

With forms ideal of the diſtant fair. 

Fancy that laughs at reaſon's grave controul, 
And veers th' unſteady balance of the ſoul, 
Aſſiduous hand»maid, that attends Deſire, 

With fond remembrances, to feed his fire, 

To vex my anxious heart, with new alarms, 
Recalls thine accents and pourtrays thy charms ; 
And, now, with ſmiles, thy radiant brow adorns, 
Now, tears and mads me, with imagin'd ſcorns.— 
If chance the circling bowl, and converſe free, 
And mirth and muſic ſteal my thoughts from thee ; 
My tyrant ſoon reſumes her high controul, 

And chides the treaſan of my wand'ring ſoul ; 

J ſtart, diſdainful of the noiſy train, 

And ſeek, with hurry'd ſteps, the diſtant plain; 

J rove, where lawns are whiten'd o'er with ſheep, 
Or penſile woods ſlope gently to the deep; 

In ſtate majeſtic, when the river glides, 

And proudly ſwells with tributary tides ; 

There, as I range, thy flitting form I ſee, 

In broken ravings I converſe with thee, 


£48: 1 


I ſee thee, in a thouſand ſhapes appear, 

And now the form of huntreſs Dian wear, 

With bow and quiver, ſylvan nymphs around, 
The woods and vallies, with the chace, reſound ; 
Now like a virgin of th* Aonian throng, 

I woo thine aid to modulate the ſong 3 

And now, the God of day, his ardent eyes 

On Mira bends, and ſhe like Daphne flies. — 
With what remorſe, I view the period paſt, 

And count the moments, that have run to waſte ; 
The precious hours, that I from Mira ſtole, 

To languor giv'n and bitterneſs of ſoul 

How has my ſpirit, while from thee I fled, 

On the poor huſks, of vulgar converſe fed ! 

Wilt thou receive the prodigal, my fair, 

And heal his wounds, with ſmiles ; and calm his care? 
Wilt thou forgive his ſullen wayward flight, 
Who lov'd, thee moſt, when moſt he ſhin'd the light ? 
Diſtracted Love, fince eldeſt time began, 

Still haſt thou been the paradox of man; 

Love bids a thouſand trifles, light as air, 

Weigh down the heart, and ſink it in deſpair, 
Love breeds reproach, repinings, and debate; 
Flies the lov'd object ; takes the form of hate; 
Rage, envy, jealouſy, the thirſt of gain, 

Revenge, ſuſpicion, coldneſs and diſdain,— 


( 46) 


Theſe odious vizors ſhall averſion move; 


While the poor tortur'd heart is wrung with love, 


Now let me take that fooliſh heart to taſk; 
And ſtrip my wiſhes of th' illuſive maſk, 

That vain ſelf-love, with magic hand, ſupplies, 
'To hide their impotence from reaſon's eyes. 
Do proſp'rous omens guide the daring aim, 
Or Mira ſmile propitious to thy flame ?— 

I will not think—to-morrow with its care, 
Will ſurely come; and then, its rage I dare; 
Mean time, let paſſion breathe th' aſpiring gale, 
And ſighs tumultuous fill the ſpreading fail ; 
To Beauty's coaſt my little bark I ſteer, 

And votive verſe to Venus? altar bear 

Let Mira's charms, with high meridian pow'r, 
Shine on my ſoul and gild the preſent hour ; 
Let me behold her, let my famiſh'd ſight 
Devour her form and ficken with delight; 

Let her ſoft accents kindling tumult raiſe, 
Thoſe accents ſweeter than the voice of praiſe; 
The gentle ſounds that taſte and wit diſpenſe, 
While charms of reaſon heighten thoſe of ſenſe, 
What added joys what bleflings may be mine, 
To love, and Mira, ſhall my ſoul reſign 

Nor ſeek to pierce, with raſh, irrev'rent, eye, 
The ſacred clouds, that on the future lie, 
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ON THE 


APPROACH or SPRING, 


By THE SAME. 


RerTvu RN, my muſe, return awhile, 
And bring with thee the genial ſhow'rs, 
And bring with thee the vernal flow'rs, 

Beſpangled o'er with gems of morn ; 

And bid the vivid landſcape fmile, 

And bid the fragrant zephyrs breath, 
While all the Graces twine a wreath, 
And Mira's poliſh'd brows adorn. 


Wak'd, by the young aſcending year, 


Hope plumes her long - neglected wing, 
And, with the warblers of the SpRIN C, 
Attempts a wild unſtudy d ſong, 

To hail the dawn, with lively cheer ; 


4160 


If like the ſubject were the lay, 
So mildly bright, ſo ſoftly gay, 
How would the Loves around me throng. 


And dance, with joy, to hear a bard, 
In am'rous deſcant, ſing ſo well 
The maid, with whom they love to dwell, 
The glance, that wings their golden darts; 
And, as a rich and high reward, 
The ſong with glowing thoughts ſupply, 
With poignant force and energy, 
To pierce and warm the coldeſt hearts. 


No decline the charming taſk— 
The ſmiles that inſpiration beam, 
And eyes that ſhine, ſo bright a theme, 
The graceful locks that flow ſo free, 
The ſofteſt ſweeteſt numbers aſk ; 
But gainful ſtudies chill the mind, 
And, like a nipping eaſtern wind, 
Blaſt the young buds of poeſy. 


If, haply, in ſome golden hour, 
At beauty's awful ſhrine I bow, 
And ſhort poetic raptures know, 
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While Fancy's ſoft ſeducing call, 
Awakes the glad creative pow'r; 
Sudden, the fiend of hated law, 
With brawling tongue and harpy claw, 
And buſy cares demand their thrall. 


THE 


SHADE or ANACREON, 


By THE SAME, 


Gex IUS of the Teian * ſong, 
Bring thy ſportive mule along; 
Speaking glances cauſe the ſmart, 
Secret flames conſume my heart ; 
While I ſing the bliſsful pain, 
While I pour th' enamour'd ſtrain, 
Zephyrs wave their dewy wings, 
Flutt'ring, trembling o'er the ſtrings, 
Many a light and wanton air 
From Flora's downy paps repair, 
Where, diſſolving all the day, 
Lull'd in balmy ſweets, they lay. 


* 5ocalled from the Birth- place of Anacrcon. 


„ 


Duteous ſhall they wait around, 
Fly to Mira, with the ſound, 


Not the labour'd ſolemn grace, 
Meaſur'd ſtep and artful pace, 
Not the ſwelling gorgeous words, 
Not the deep reſounding chords, 
Not a Pindar's fame be mine; 
Fame, for pleaſure, I reſign.— 
Let me not, excurſive, riſe, 

Wild, a moonſtruck to the ſkies,— 
Sportive, airy, idle Muſe, 

Thee, my devious guide I chuſe ; 
Teach my feet thy wanton plays; 
Teach them all thy flippant ways 
Bid them, with capricious tread, 
Seek the city, rove the mead ; 
Forge thy numbers, at an heat ; 
Quick as am'rous pulſes beat, 
Vary'd deſcant—rapid flight; 
Meaſures free, with fancies bright, 
Soaring high, and finking low, 
From thine airy touches flow; 
While the Graces dance along 
Io the cadence of thy ſong. 


H2 


(82) 


Let the grape its nectar ſhed; 
Show'rs of roſes crown my head; 


Let the vine, in gay feſtoon, 


From tree to tree, ſubdue the noon ;— 


Breathing perfumes, toping wine, 
Be the Teian numbers mine, 
While ſing the ſocial hour, 

Sing reſiſtleſs beauty's pow'r z 
Sing the love-impaſſion'd ſoul, 
Beauteous tyrant, ſoft controul 
While I ſing the nut-brown maid, 
Riſe, ANACREON, to mine aid; 
Paint her form, deſcribe her face, 
Looking wit, and breathing grace, 


- Haſte thee hither gentle ſprite, | 
Haſte, in viſions of the night, 
Bow'rs of myrtle, bowls of wine, 
Roſy garlands ſhall be thine, 

So bedew thy beard, and hair, 
Ind? his odours ſhall prepare 
Oil, by alchemy that flows, 

Soul of Perſia's ſweeteſt roſe 3 
Thou, more grateful ſtill to thee, 
Shalt my beauteous tyrant ſee ; 
Thou would'ſt leave thy wing to ſip, 
Nectar, from that coral lip; 
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Unbound, her dark brown treſſes play, 
Curling down her back, they ſtray ; 
Thou would'ſt quit the ſounding ſtrings, 
To wanton with thoſe ebon rings 
Feel her eyes—(celeſtial blue, 

Like the ſanguine ſteel in hue!) 

From th' immortal mind, tranſpire 
Flaſhes of etherial fire; 

And ſay, what happy art could teach 
Paint, or pen, thoſe charms to reach ?— 


Where the gurgling chryſtal ſprings, 
Where the lark, or mavis ſings ; 
Spread the banquet, o'er the ground,— 
Strew the downy carpets round 
Bid the ſilk pavillion rife, 

Shelter from autumnal ſkies ; 
ANACREON, yes—with lively chear, 
I haſte—I fly—to meet thee there ; 
And, to give thee honours due, 

Call La Fare and Chaulieu ; 

Haſte thee hither, gentle ſprite, 
Haſte, in viſions of the night; 

Be the banquet worthy thee, 
Pleaſure, eaſe, and luxury.— 


( 54 ) 
Softly breaths the Lydian ftrain, 
Melting pleaſure into pain; 
Where Venus” Cyprian altar ſmoak'd, 
Strains like theſe the pow'r invok'd ; 
Round, entranc'd, the vot'ries lay, 
Melting, fainting, rapt away; 
While the minſtrel wakes the ſong, 
Lay thy careleſs length along ;— 
Sec the nymphs, nor cold, nor coy, 
Waking love, and waking joy 
Now retreating, now advancing 3 
Laughing, ſmiling, ſporting, dancing ;— 
Now they ſnatch thy roſy crown, 
Raiſe thee now, now caſt thee down, 
—”Tis enough, —the feaſt is done, 
Day appears—thou wilt be gone; 
Go then—to Elyſium hie, 
On beds of amaranthus lie ; 
Goh and tell the ſhades around, 
What pleaſures here on carth abound ; 
Yet—bleſt ſpirit, ere thou go, 
A boon—'tis all I aſk,—beſtow ; 
From thy emblematic wreath, 
One ſmall bough to me bequeath ; 
Wreath where bays and myrtle twine, 
With the tendrils of the vine; 
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"Twill an amulet ſupply, 

*Gainſt the lightning of an eye, 
Taking airs—and cruel harms 

Of ſcornful words and haughty charms, = 
Let me not, in doleful ſtrain, 

Crouch the victim of diſdain 

Nor, the conſtant fools among, 
Join pale Petrarch's filly throng z 
Let me fing—and let me quaff— 
Laugh to live—and live to laugh 
Why ſhould Woman vex my ſoul ?— 
If ſhe frown, Pll take a bowl, 

Large and deep and o'er and o'er, 


Plunge her down=to riſe no more. 
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H 18 native land, by Britiſh pride, oppreſt, 
E ach lock'd his woes within a troubled breaſt; 
N or dard aſſert the bounteous gift of heav'n, 
R eſigning all to deep diſtraction driv'n !— 
V ears roll'd on years - accumulating woes !— 


F Loop dar'd the tide of tyranny oppoſe : 
Loud cho? the torrent ruſh'd, with hideous roar, 
O er Place—o'er Penſion, Freedom's ſtandard bore : 
On fair IERNE“s Ile her flag, unfurl'd, 
D iſplay d their glory to a wond' ring world. 


„ 


THE 


SPANIEL and THE LAP. DOG. 


A FABLE. 


AMON the many faults we ſee, 
The worſt is ſelf-ſufficiency ; 

The youth of fortune, birth, and fame, 
Conſcious and proud of whence he came, 
Thinks the extent of his eſtate 

Enough to make him wiſe and great ; 
Neer wiſhes to increaſe his merit, 

Nor other virtues to inherit 

He calls the ſtudious lad a fool, 

Who waſtes his time at books and ſchool ; 
Who, to Inſtruction's voice inclin'd ; 
Strives to improve his native mind. 
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Miſs Anne, an heireſs, pert and gay, 
Who figur'd at the ball and play, 
A fav'rite puppy nicely fed ; 
Oft comb'd his hair and ſtrok'd his head. 
Thus pamper'd, with indulgence rare, 
And, fondly, dandled by the fair, 
He thought his manners quite refin'd, 
And ſcorn'd the reſt of beſtial kind. 
In the ſame houſe, on homely food, 
Was bred a Spaniel, ſure and good; 
Who, at his maſter's order, run, 
And lov'd the muſic of his gun. 
Once, on a froſty winter's day, 
As, near the hearth, Fop, baſking, lay, 
Ranger approach'd the parlour door, 
And, ent'ring, pac'd around the floor ; 
Fop, in a paſſion, rais'd his hair 
And cry'd—« You cur !—what brings you there? 
% Begone | and wallow in the ſtreet— 
« You'll ſpoil the carpet with your feet ;— 
« How dare a ſlave, like you, preſume 
cc To ſet his face within the room; 
« A beggar—in a ſtable nurs'd, 
CC And by each ſportſman kick'd and curs'd ; 
cc Who, mindful of the laſh's ſmart 
tc Has got his teacher's words by heart; 
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6 A wretch !—whoſe art and knowledge flows 
cc From what a ruſtic fowler knows ; 

« Your frizzly look my nature ſhocks — 

« Go!—ſet your growſe and fluſh your cocks ; 
« Nor hope with ſuch as me to mix— 

« Who travel in a coach and fix.” 


The Spaniel, baſhfully, reply'd, 
« I own your charge can't be deny'd : 
“ Correction's rod I've felt, tis true, 
« Nor do I that correction rue; 
« My pains and labour, now, are o'er 
« And I ſhall dread thoſe threats no more; 
« If chaſtiſement, awhile, offends, 
« Inſtruction makes us ample *mends. 
« Whoc'er their teacher's words neglect, 
« Or treat his care with diſreſpect, 
« Canncer the ſpring of learning find, 
« Nor add a luſtre to the mind. 
« Had I, untutor'd, paſs'd my days, 
c I ne' er had gain'd my maſter's praiſe ; 
« Had I not his directions try'd, 
I'd in oblivion liv'd and dy'd ; 
To all his comrades of the game, 
*« He echoes forth my ſteady fame 
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« By his ſage leſſons, well improv'd, 

«© Pm now eſteem'd, careſs'd, and lov'd ; 
His eye, unerring, watches me 

cc And truſts my quick ſagacity: 

« Thus have I learn'd, by conſtant care, 
«© The changes of the ſcented air; 

« And where to ſtop, and when to run ; 
« And all the ſnares of folly ſhun : 

« The greateſt genius heav'n beſtows 
If bound, unactive, little knows. 

« Tis learning's pure, enliv'ning art 

« Illumes the mind, and forms the heart, 
& Tis thus the precious, golden, ore 
Lies, dull and uſeleſs, on the ſhore, 

« Till the ſhrew'd artiſt's ſkilful hand 
« Extracts the metal from the ſand.” 


Poor Fop comply'd with what he ſaid, 
And, quite abaſh'd, hung down his head. 


HUNG ON THE BOUGHS OF A 


ST 4ALN0TT 2-40 


WHICH OVERSHADOWS THE BURIAL GROUND OF 


Tun Poxr WA L L EN. 
In BEACONSFIELD CHURCH-YARD. 


By Mr. PRAT T. 


STRANGER, if virtue, or if verſe be dear, 
With pious caution, pay thy tribute here. 

Planted by him, whoſe ſacred duſt has laid 

Twice fifty ſummers, underneath my ſhade, 
Protector of the hallow'd ſpot, I ſtand, 

To guard this vault, from each unhallow'd hand. 

A part of WALLER feeds my verdant bloom, 

Then, ſpare each branch that canopies his tomb !— 
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Oh ! ſpare each leaf that bow'rs the Poet's grave, 
For, in each leaf, a part of him you fave ; 

And, on the fruits which, cluſt'ring, round me grow, 
A more than vulgar deſtiny beſtow ; 

Taſte, but, with rev'rence, kneeling at the ſhrine— 
So may'ſt thou eat, and WALLER's Muſe be thine; 
A ſecond Tree of Knowledge may I be 

And unforbidden wiſdom ſhine in thee, 
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In THE CHURCH-YARD OF WESTON, 


EP EE HD RD = 3 - 


To Taz Mzuokr OF 


ANNE DORE, AGED THIRTEEN YEARS. 


Unvpzc KD, by Sculpture's trophies gay, 
This ſtone no flatt*ring tale can tell, 

Of her who claims this fimple lay; 
Of her who fills this narrow cell : 


Save that, in beauty's carly bloom, 

The paths of innocence ſhe trod ; 
Save that her childhood found a tomb; 
Save that her ſpirit reſts with God. 
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11 TA . 


ON Mas. CATHERINE PELHAM, 


WHO DIED SHORTLY AFTER SHE HAD BEEN DELIVERED OF TWINS, 


By WILLIAM HAYLEY, Esq. 


NOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKS, 


Recor, thou faithful marble, PEL HA 's worth, 
Who, dying, gave her double offspring birth. 

Ye babes, who know not, in your helpleſs ſtate, 

Ye bought exiſtence at ſo dear a rate, 

Riſe, with each promiſe parents can deſire, 


To ſoothe the ſufferings of your widow'd Sire; 
| E For oh ! if, haply, for his peace, ye prove 
Adorn'd with all that claims paternal love, 
Scarce can that all compenſate for the Wife, 
Who ceas'd to bleſs him when ye roſe to life. 


* 
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THE 


DESPAIRING SHEPHERD, 


A PASTORAL ELEGY. 
ALEXIS and DAMON. 


ALEx1s. 


Sar, my Damon, why thus, in thy look, 
Do] trace the rough lines of deſpair ? 
Why, penſive, lean'ſt thus, on thy. crook, 
The mute emblem of anguiſh and care ? 
Why ſtream thoſe ſad tears from thine eye? 
Or, ſeem'ſt thou thus loſt and forlorn ?— 
Tell ALex1s the cauſe of that ſigh, 
He may baniſh the cauſe that you mourn, 
K 
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Damox. 


Thou can'ſt not ALEx1s—for know 
Nought ou carth can my forrows remove; 
Tis no tile that cauſes my woe 
Pm Cctpts's by the maid that I love: 
"Tis Dil A- inconſtant as fair |— 
That hath brought all theſe pangs to my breaſt ; 
She hath driv'n, by a frown, to deſpair, 
Whom a ſmile had eternally bleſt. 


ALEXIS. 


Hence !—away - ſilly fool, and forget 
Ev'ry thought of that high- bearing quean 
gee !—the lads and the laſſes they're met 
And prepare for the dance on the green. 
Come, away l- to the dance !—and you'll find, 
Midſt the mirth of that frolickſome throng, 
Many laſſes more beauteous and kind 
Come, away !—to the dance come along 


Da MoN. 


All in vain, my ALEx1s, you try 
To remove the ſad cauſe of my grief ; 
Then, ah ! leave me—in peace let me die— 
Tis death only can give me relief. 


* 
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Time was- when my fooliſh, fond, heart 


/ No painful ſenſation &'er knew — 
* It knew not the pang of love's dart; — 
4 For then, DEL 1 4, it knew not of you 


Twas then that I, thoughtleſsly, ſtray'd, 
As my flocks ſtray the mountains along; 


15 Free from ſorrow, my pipe that I play'd, 
And that, gaily, I caroll'd my ſong: 

Twas then chat I danc'd on the green, 
Light as air, or, the bird on the ſpray; 

Not a ſwain was there, then, to be ſeen, 
Blithe as Da uo ſo frolick and gay! 


But now, fad reverſe of my ſtate ! 
I no longer can, thoughtleſsly, rove ;— 
Doom'd, for ever, to wail my hard fate— 
And the magic—ſtrange magic of Love; 
Of Love, wily urchin, whoſe art 
The moſt firm reſolves can o'erturn ; 
Though as adamant hard, pierce the heart, 
Though as ice cold can make it to burn. 
K 2 
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Too well for ALEx1s, he knows 
The ſad truth of what now you impart 
And, ſo oft” has love broke his repoſe, 
That he feels ev'ry pang of thy heart: 
Yet, why ſhould'ſt thou pine, thus, and mourn ? 
Grief is vain—if it can't grief remove; 
Will thoſe ſighs, think you, ſoften her ſcorn ? 
Will thoſe tears bring repentance and love ?— 


Orpheus-like, *twere as caſy to teach 
Yon tall tow'r to traverſe the mead ; | 
Or the leaves count of this ſpreading becch, 
Whoſe broad branches afford us a ſhade :— 
Full as well, might'ſt thou hope to ſubdue 
The fierce tyger that wanders the wood, — 
Bid old Time the paſt moments renew ; 
Or, repel the rude rage of flood. 


Then, away !—thou fond fool—nor beſtow 
So much thought, where *tis idle and vain ; 
You may think it a ſolace for woe— 
Yet 'twill ſerve but to add to thy pain. 
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I have ſfrove—but in vain—to give o'er 
Ev'ry thought of the cruel unkind ; 
For the more that I ſtrive it—the more 
Is her image impreſt on my mind: 
When preſent, no fancy can paint 
The joys that, enraptur'd, I feel; 
When abſent, all language were faint 
The diſtreſs of my mind to reveal. 


As I wander the groves, all alone, 
Ev'ry tree ſeems to wave my fad tale, 
And each brook ſeems to echo my moan, 
As, in gurgles, it glides thro” the vale. 
Evn the birds, as they hover around, 
Seem to join my wild notes of deſpair z 
And the herds, that low diſmally round, 
Seem to chide the hard heart of my fair ! 


Adieu ! then, the thought which, ere while, 
With rapture, long linger'd on thee ;— 
Adieu! each foft look and each ſmile, 
That have dealt ſuch deſtruction on me 
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Adieu! all ye hopes, that ſo long, 


With phantoms, my fancy have fed; 
Burſt, burſt be my heart - and my tongue 
Be it mute !—and each faculty dead 


Come, come, Death !—oh ! come to my aid; 
For me, thou no terrors can'ſt have— 
Low, in earth, let my ſorrows be laid, 
And cach pang be forgot in the grave 
Yet—cre I refign my laſt breath— 
Ere I fly from thoſe regions of ſtrife, 
Tell my DEL14—l bleſt her in death !— 
With the ſound that depriv'd me of life 


Be my heralds, ye breezes, and bear, 
To my DEL 14, theſe ſighs, as ye blow, — 
And if ſhe ſhould drop but a tear— 
If a tear from her pity ſhould flow— 
"Twill each pang of my boſom requite, 
And *twill, trebly, reward ev'ry ſigh; 
"Twill illumine my proſpect of night, 
And *twill glad my chear'd ſoul as I die 
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L E L E G Y, 

, OCCASIONED BY THE DEATH OF THE UNFORTUNATE 

? 

N Ma, H A CE NM AN. 
Br RICHARD GUINNESS, ESO. 
O H! lovely mourner, gentle Muſe, come near, 

« Let ſoft-ey'd pity on thy ſteps attend ; 


AMynTas' ſhade demands thy ſorrowing tear; 
Oh! loſt AmynTas—dear, lamented friend! 


If hapleſs love deſerve the gentle meed, 
If bleſt humanity aflert her ſway, 
Then ſhall theſe artleſs lines, ſucceſsful, plead 
For him whoſe blood hath waſh'd his crime away, 


Amid his ſlender ſtore, he dar'd to love 
And ſighs, alone, difclos'd his ardent flame; 
Maria's name reſounded thro” the grove, 
His daily rapture, and his nightly dream. 
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His life was lovely, and his worth confeſt; 
Ere tyrant love its ſubtle poiſon gave, 

The pureſt paſſions warm'd his faithful breaſt ; 
His heart could pity and his hand relieve. 


Oh ! had but bounteous fortune gilt the ſcene ! 
Had ſhe, he lov'd, but felt an equal flame, 
No ſtorm had, then, deform'd the blue ſerene, 
No parent's cheek had bluſh'd, with glowing ſhame. 


Hope, long eſtrang'd, at length, his boſom warm'd, 
He, fondly, thought his ſecret tranſports ſhar'd ; 

Aſſur'd of that, he own'd his ſoul was charm'd, 
His truth was plighted, and his vows were heard. 


The conſcious Muſe no record ſhall diſcloſe— 
She ſcorns to rake the aſhes of the dead 

Soft, lie the turf, which o'er MARIA grows, 
And cold ſuſpicion be, for ever, fled.— 


Suffice to ſay that hope inſidious prov'd,— 
Each rapt'rous viſion vaniſh'd into air j— 

Too ſoon, aſſur'd he was no more belov'd, 

He fell a fated victim to deſpair.— 
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The ſavage wolf, that deſolates the plains, 
The awleſs lion, when he prowls for prey, — 
Their rage is gentle, to love's jealous pains, 
More fierce than Etna, and more dire than they 


Never, he cry'd, another ſhall poſſeſs 

Thoſe tender joys I, fondly, thought ſo nigh, » 
And, ſince no gleam of hope remains to bleſs, 

Tl end my torment and—we both ſhall die 


With mad'ning ſtep, he ſought her faithleſs breaſt, 
Unſway'd by pity, and unaw'd by fear, — 

Ah ! let the trembling Muſe forbear the reſt, 
And veil the horrid raſhneſs of deſpair !— 


Through yonder valley, mark the ſtealing wave ; 

Faſt by its brink, behold his mould'ring ſod 
There, hapleſs youth ! he found an early grave 

There, humbly, waits the fiat of his God! 


Say,—ſhall not friendſhip ſeek the lonely dell? 
Shall not the feeling heart be, frequent, there? 
Ah |! let the tender thought, one moment, dwell, 
To pay the ſilent tribute of a tear. 
L 
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OCCASIONED BY READING A SERMON, 


ADDRESSED TO A FRIEND. 


By THE SAME. 


HERE, we may learn what holy writ inſpires, 
What wiſdom dictates, and what faith requires; 
Here, we are taught heav'n's chaſtiſements to prize, 
And told that ills are bleſſings, in diſguiſe. 
Whate'er can renovate the care-worn breaſt, 
Smooth the ſad brow, and lull our griefs to reſt ; 
Whate'er kind gleams of comfort can diſcloſe, 
To wing our hopes and diſſipate our woes, 
Here we may learn : thy wiſdom points the way, 
And opes the portal to the realms of day : 

The world recedes, its torments diſappear, 
Huſh'd is the ſigh, and dry'd the guſhing tear. 
Each partial purpoſe of my breaſt ſubdu'd, 

I bend to heav'n, and feel my ſentence good; 
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Faith, white wing' d cherub of the promis'd ſky, 
Raiſes my hopes to immortality 


What though —affliction wrung my fainting heart, 
When cold averſeneſs barb'd the mad'ning dart; | 
When love,—which ſure indulgent heav'n defign'd 
To bleſs, ſupport, not agonize the mind 
No joy confer'd ; but urg'd the ſtings of care, 
Poiſon'd my peace, and harbinger'd deſpair : 

Yet, I was calm ; but thou, ſweet peace of mind, 
That lul”d my pillow to the whiſtling wind, 
Farewell |—farewell thy tranquil joys are oer 
And fond, deluſive, hope ſhall charm no more. 

No more my wayward ſteps are, early, ſeen, 
Where ſpring's freſh honours dreſs the ſmiling green; 
But tangling walks and murky caves invite, 

When yon pale orb emits a dubious light, 

The margin tread, that filent ſtreamlets lave, 

And my ſad footſteps preſs the lover's grave: 
Then, facred pity learns my breaſt to glow, 

With kind ſenſations, for another's woe. 

Pow'rs of mercy ! hear thy ſuppliant's pray'r, 
Still the warm throb, and ſtop the guſhing tear; 
Let reaſon, friendſhip, and religion join, 

To teach my ſoul tis ſinful to repine. 
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For thee my Friend, my laſt, beſt refuge now, 
bend to heaven and breathe a fervent vow. 
Father of mercy —bleſs his various day; 

May gleams of comfort chear his darkling way ; 
The throws of anguiſh, from his mind, remove 
And give him friendſhip, competence, and love ! 
The conflicts paſt—my fetters are unbound, 

And fainted Patience breathes this glad'ning ſound 
« Let but a few ſhort moments intervene, 

« Death's friendly hand ſhall period ev'ry pain.” — 
And, then, my friend, from thee, I ſhall receive 
That ſacred boon, that friendſhip knows to give, 
Thy breaſt ſhall heave with many a tender ſigh, 
And kind remembrance fill thy gliſt'ning eye; 

By ſhadowy eve's unfaithful gloom, alone, 

Thy pious hand ſhall mark my mould'ring ſtone. — 
This only record, from thy love, I crave— 

The ſole diſtinction from a common grave. 


STI AP Ih 


Here ſleeps a youth by luckleſs love betray'd, 
His vows were lighted, and his truth unpaid ; 
'The village hind, the love-lorn maiden, here, 
Shall duly ſhed a tributary tear 

Friendſhip thall viſit where his bones have reſt, 
To bid the turf lie light upon his breaſt. 
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By THE SAME. 


"Is night! dark night ! and, o'er the penſive plain, 
The awful gloom of melancholy's ſpread ; 

Now ſolemn ſilence holds her wonted reign, 
And all the bloomy fluſh of life is fled. 


The wearied hind hath reſted from his toil,— 
Hie'd him, contented, to his lonely cot ; 

His heart, elated by his infant's ſmile, 
Expands, with joy, and owns its favour'd lot. 


His decent partner ſpreads her homely board, 
Urges the fire, and fills the ample bowl, 

Chaſes his cares, with many a ſoothing word, 
And thus their lives, unvarying tenor, roll. 
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Far other ſcenes engage my care- worn breaſt, 
Far other feelings agonize my heart 

A ſigh will heave, though ever ſo repreſt, 
And keen refleCtion's bitter tear will ſtart, 


There was a time, when jocund health was mine, 
When young Ambition, urg'd to glorious ſtrife, 
Pointed the purpoſe, rais'd the fix'd deſign, 
To poliſh'd manners, and to uſeful life.— 


Enquiring Labour ſought the claſſic page, 
Explor'd the archives of recorded fame, 

Nor quite unfelt, the Patriot's glowing rage 
And ſacred Freedom, firſt, in{pir'd my theme. 


Still did not Love its ſharper torments ſend, 
To heighten anguiſh, and confirm deſpair ; 
Cheer'd by the ſmile of one dear, faithful friend, 
Hope might remain, to med'cine ev'ry care.— 


Succeſsleſs love hath reft me of my peace, 
The ſweet aſperſions of contentment ſtole z 
« Oh ! had I weigh'd it, ere my fond embrace, 
« What darts of agony had miſs'd my ſoul.” 
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Since Hope leaves, tenantleſs, my throbbing breaſt, 
And Life's alluring blandiſhments are o'er, 
Calm and reſolv'd, I'll ſeek eternal reſt, 
And dare determine to exiſt no more !|— 


Vain are the precepts the unfeeling teach, 
Fruitleſs the counſels reaſon can impart, 

Nor can the Stoic's vaunted firmneſs reach 
The ſettled anguiſh of a breaking heart— 


Yet,—ere I go—are kindred calls withſtood ?— 
Shall not a Parent's quiet be rever'd ? 
Are Nature's finer feelings all ſubdu'd ?— 
Shall angel Friendſhip's voice no more be heard ?— 


The love of Being grapples with deſpair, 
Lurks in the quickeſt fibre of my heart, 
Urges the ſoft ning, the unmanly tear, 
Boils in my veins, and lives thro' ev'ry part. 


Can I but imprecate the fatal hour, 
When firſt I prov'd unkind EL1za's ſcorn? 
Diſtraction follow d, with reſiſtleſs pow r, 
And wak'd the nerve where agonies are born. 
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Accurs'd her power {—blaſted be her charms {— | 
Dim'd be thoſe eyes, that lighted up my flame 


No favour'd lover ever fill her arms !— 


No honeſt tongue e er vindicate her fame 


What have I ſaid ?—ungen'rous wretch, forbear ! — 
Such mean reſentment from thy ſoul remove; 

Ah ! bleſs—not execrate the lovely fair, — 
Are curſes proofs of undiminiſh'd love ?— 


When I am gone, and ry veſtige fled | 
When even Friendſhip's feelings ſhall ſubſide, 

When paſling ruſticks ſhun my timeleſs bed, 
And cold inſenſibles no more deride, = ' 


If, haply, then, unknowing of her way, 
EL1z4's ſteps ſhould print my mould'ring grave, 
And meek-ey'd Pity urge a moments ſtay, 


Br THE SAME. 


W azzt yon bleak Mountain lifts his ſtormy brow— 
Wich no gayflow'rs, no verdant herbage, crown'd ; 
And, frowning, views the daſhing waves below, 
And ſpreads a more than midnight horror round. 


Oft wou'd Au rx rs, to the deſart, ſteal, 
Alone, unheard, to pour his ſad complaint; 

For ſuch afflition did his boſom feel, 

| As fancy'strongeſt colours ne'er cou'd paint. 


Oft wou'd he mark pale Cynthia's ſtill career, 

Or liſten to the ſcreech-ow!'s midnight cry; | 
To night's moſt mournful language lend his car— 
On night's moſt mournful objects fix his eye. 
3 _— 7 7. 
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Whene'er the bell proclaims ſome ſhepherd dead, 
Startling the ear of night, with ſudden ſound,— 

« For me, why tolls not, now, that bell” he ſaid, — 
« For me, why yawns not the funereal ground? 


c Muſt I, for ever, life's hard bondage bear? 

« Muſt I, for ever, ſtem misfortune's wave ?— 
4 Forever, ſhed affliction's bittereſt tear. 

« Deny'd the laſt, ſad, refuge of the grave ? — 


« In vain, the youthful beauties of the ſpring, 
« Bloom on each flow'r and bud on ev'ry tree; 
« In vain, the birds their ſweeteſt carols ſing— 
ce Their ſweeteſt carols - what are they to me? 


„While DEL 14 lov'd, the blackeſt ſky ſeem'd fair, 

« Each ſtorm was milder than the zephyr's breath; 
« She chang'd—the ſofteſt gale that fans the air 

« Now blows, with keeneſt rage, the blaſt of death 


„ While DEL1a lov'd, how jocund paſs'd the day 
« How ſweet the fragrance of yon vernal grove ! | 
« There, as we, fondly, paſs'd the hours away, 
« Each thought was tranſport and each look was love. 
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« Her face, adorn'd with ev'ry charm of youth, 
« Deriy'd no beauty from the hand of art; 
« Her tongue, obedient to the voice of truth, 
«« Spoke the untainted language of the heart. 


« Awhile, the gayeſt ſcenes did Fortune ſhew— 
« Ah, Fortune !—fickle as the changeful wind !— 
« Then ſnatch'd the ſmiling landſcape from my view 
« And left a barren, trackleſs, waſte behind !— 


The ſun, that made the glitt'ring landſcape bright 

« And uſher'd in, with ſmiles, each chearful morn, 
« Is, now, involv'd in univerſal night 

« Andloſt in ſhadows—never to return !— 


« Oft I have wiſh'd to end this hated life, 

« And, inthe tomb, to lay my ſorrows low— 
« Deſpair hath, often, aim'd the lifted knife, 

« And ſtern Religion, oft, withheld the blow, 


« Fly, ſwift, ye lightnings !—blaſt this wretched head !— 
Nor longer, now, the ſtroke of death delay ;— 

6 And you, ye ſhepherds, mourn AMYNTas dead, 
And to the ſilent tomb his corſe convey !” 
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Thus ſung the ſwain, of ev'ry hope forlorn, 
'Till morning roſe and ſhew'd a beam of light ; 

Then, quick, retiring from the rays of morn, 
Again he waited the return of night. 
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P R O I. O G U E, 
WRITTEN ron THe JUBILEE THEATRE, 


Ar CHRISTMAS, 1786. 


By THE SAME. 


— 


Wu EN blooms no more, the gaily bluſhing roſe ; 
When mild Favonius' breath, no longer, blows ; 

But ſurly winter's harſh, and gloomy, train 

Chills ev'ry flow'r and ruſſets ev'ry plain 

Say, ſhall the mind confeſs the ſeaſon's pow'r, 

And droop contracted, like the ſhort-liv'd flow'r !?—- 
Or, ſhall we quit the deſolated plain, 

Where /ombre ſilence holds her liſtleſs reign, 

And hie to where the City's ardent throng 

Pour the full tide of gaiety along ? — 
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Where young-ey'd Pleaſure—ſweet, attractive, grace 
Charms ev ry heart and beams on ev'ry face; 

Where Faſhion's laws, imperatively, ſay,— 

« Revel all night and, only, ſleep by day; 

« The rigid rules, your fathers taught, diſown, 

« Andlive with any wife—except your own |! 

« Turn day to night, prolong the feſtive hour, 
« And yield to Faſhion's all-deſpotic po-) r.. 


P've heard, tumultuous pleaſures ſometimes cloy ; 
And the heart, doubting, aſks, can this be joy ? 
Aſks, if *tis real bliſs that ſprings from theſe, 

From buſtling pleaſure and from labour'd eaſe. 

To me, I own, from ſuch, no pleaſure ſprings 

I hold, but light, the modern, modiſh things, 

That jigg and amble this fantaſtic round 

Where mirth's a jeſt, and. poetry a found. 

- To bring or wit, or moral, to the ſtage z 

To hold up Nature's mirror to the age; 1 8 
To bid your breaſts, with honeſt ardours, glow, 33 
To call forth tears of ſalutary woe— | * 
Effects, like theſe, my feelings, truly, pleaſe 
And your atteſting tears my deareſt praiſe, 3 
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| 
By Tus Hon, HORACE WALPOLE, 


As the Mole's ſilent ſtream crept penſive along, 
And the winds murmur'd, ſolemn, the willows among, 
On the green turf, complaining, a ſwain lay reclin'd, 
And wept to the river and ſigh'd to the wind. 


In vain, he cry'd, Nature has waken'd the fpring, 
In vain blooms the vilet, the nightingales ſing ; 
To a heart full of ſorrow no beauties appear, 
Each zephyr's a figh, and each dew-drop's a tear. 


In vain my Sor RIA has graces to move 
The faireſt to envy, the wiſeſt to love; 


Her preſence no longer gives joy to my eye, 
Since without her to live is more pain than to die. 
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Oh! that Slumber his pinions would over me ſpread, 
And paint but her image in dreams in her ſtead ; 
The beautiful viſion would ſoften my pain, 
But ſleepꝰs a relief I ſolicit in vain. 


The wretch thus like me, his heart wounded with care, 
Is deluded by hope and undone by deſpair ; 
His pains, ever working, deny him repoſe, 
And the moments but vary to vary his woes. 
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TEMPLE or PLEASURE, 
A VISION, 


CarLos, a youth, by tempting PLEASURE led, 

In ſenſeleſs ſlumbers, doz'd upon his bed; 

Sated with wine and riotous delight, 

His lungs exhal'd the revels of the night : 

Before his ſleeping fancy, ſeem'd to riſe 

A ſtately fabrick, dazzling to the eyes. 

Struck, with the ſparkling and attractive view, 

With ſwift and eager ſteps, he nearer drew ; 

The door flew back, on eaſy hinges hung, 

And the broad valves with tinkling muſic rung. 

High on a rich, ſuperb, refulgent throne, 

Which all the pomp of regal wealth outſhone, 
N 
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The ſeeming Goddeſs of the place appears, 
Array'd in beauty and the bloom of years; 
Enamour'd of her charms, he ſtood amaz'd, 

And, loſt in wonder, paus'd, awhile, and gaz'd. 
With graceful mien, deſcending from her chair, 
He mark'd the coſtly ringlets of her hair; 

Her flowing robe, compos'd of many a fold, 
Inwrought, with gems of amethyſt and gold, 
Brighten'd the dome, with variegated rays, 

And ſpread around an intermitting blaze. 

Her voice, harmonious, thus, the ſilence broke ; 
And, in benign, perſuaſive accent, ſpoke, 

« Stranger, approach; thou haſt no cauſe to fear, 
&« Nor care, nor danger gain admiſſion here.— 
« Through all this ſpacious manſion I command, 
« And treat my vaſſals with a lib'ral hand; 

« The ſons of earth, with ev'ry joy, I bleſs, 
They call me PLEASURE child of Happineſs | 
he Welcome, fair youth, my fortune thou ſhalt ſhare 
And ſpend a life unknowi to fretful care; 

«© Within my court, celeſtial Mirth thou'lt ſee, 
« And liveandreign, in endleſs bliſs, with me.” 
She ended, and, with rapture, he ſurvey'd 

Th' enchanting features of the radiant maid. 

At length, emerging from his deep ſurpriſe, 

With fault'ring heſitation, he replies, 


„ 

& Fain would my heart its grateful feelings tell 
4 And its preſumptuous wiſhes here to dwell.” — 
She ſeiz'd his hand, and, with a ſmile divine, 
She led him, not reluctant, to her ſhrine. 
Here ſweeteſt minſtrelſy ſalutes his ear, 

And lifts his ſoul beyond the reach of fear, 

A band of Nymphs, in ſhining veſts array'd, 

In regular rotation, ſung and play'd.z 

A ſumptuous banquet on the table ſtood, 

Of choiceſt fruits and rich ambroſial food; 
Plac'd on a Tyrian couch, at eaſe, they dine 
And quaff whole cups of pure nectareous wine; 
The feaſt was oer; the bowl had oft gone round; 
'The muſic ceas'd—he hears an uncouth ſound; 
Smote with ſurprize, he ſtarted from his ſeat 
And, looking back, eſpy'd a poſtern gate, 


Through which, appall'd, he heard the piercing cry 


Of reſtleſs pangs and groaning agony. 
Dauntleſs, ſhe ſays, . Obſerve what they = 
« Who paſs, with ſcorn, my hoſpitable door ; 
tc There, doom'd, in conſtant miſery, to lie, 
46 They call on Fate and wiſh, in vain, to die; 
4 Bound down, in bitter anguiſh, to remain 
And bear the ſmarting ſcourge of vengeful pain; 
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« With raſping lance, ſhe wounds the fleſh of all 
And bathes them, bleeding, in corroſive gall.” 


His ſwelling heart heav'd, with a pitying ſigh, 
He ſtoop'd, to view them, with a tearful eye; 
What grief, what horror in his boſom grew, 

To ſee the torment of the friends he knew ! 
His gay companions ii foft folly's maze, 
Confin'd to linger in ſome dire difeafe ! 

As, cloſe, he lean'd to take a full ſurvey, 

He puſh'd, with force, the tottering couch away, 
And headlong down—He, with ſurprize, awoke 
And thus, recov'ring from his panic, fpoke 
« Infidious Siren] have I *fcap'd thy ſnare ?— 

6. Is this the endleſs blifs I was to ſhare? 

4 Thus from the brink of deep deſtruftion driv'n 
To dwell an outcaſt from the ſight of heav'n. 

<« Is this the fate decreed for thoſe who ſtray, 

« In flatt'ring vice's ſmooth, alluring, way? 

% Who to the ſplendent Fane of Pl RAS run, 
Like gaudy inſects, in the fummer's ſun ! 

« Who ſip the juice of ev'ty balmly flow'r, 

« And all the gard'ner's ſweeteſt plants devour, 
Till the chang'd year, approaching winter's verge, 
« With rainy winds, ſings their untimely dirge } 
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% Thus fooliſh man reſigns his ſlender age 
« Toa lewd Sorcereſs' precarious rage 
« In ſoft delights his fleeting moments ſpends 
« And neer regards the ruin that impends. 
« How poor the purchaſe - when we but obtain 
% A day of PLEASURE for whole years of Pain |! 
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ODE To RELIGION, 


By * „ 70D; 


RELIGION, heav'n deſcended maid ! 
In peerleſs majeſty array'd, 

With Cherub aſpect, meek-ey'dgrace, 
Beaming beauty o'er thy face, 

Round whom the rays of glory ſhine, 
Enrich'd with purity divine, 

While Angels, from the realms of day, 
Wait thy ſteps and guard thy way. | 
Hail ! brighteſt harbinger of Heav'n, 
To whom true happineſs is givn; 

To ſhow'r down bleſſings on mankind, 
And free with joy the tranquil mind; 

To curb the rage of impulſe high, 

To form the heart to liberty ; 
Our ſocial commerce to improve, 
Blending with harmony and love, 
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To lure the {avage, from the wood, 
To union and to public good 
Breaking his nature, fiercely wild, 
To ev'ry nobler thought beguil'd, 
Methinks, I hear thee, gently, tell 
Of Numa in Egeria's cell ; 


Lycurgus how, and ſages old, 

Thy ſacred dictates did unfold, 

And built on thee, their broadeſt baſe, 
Police which time will ne'er eraſe; 

That thou the golden chain art found 
Which links in peace the world around ; 
Thou painteſt future joys, moſt bright, 
Diſtant glories that delight ; 

Civilizing mind to mind, 

With thoughts benevolently kind; 

Baſis of mutual confidence, 

Whence human laws their pow'r diſpenſe ; 
Oaths that inviolably bind | 

The laſt appeal of human kind ; 

Thou foe to dread, defpotic ſway, 
Which ruthleſs tyrants, glad, diſplay ; 
Where flav'ry rears her ebon throne, 
And makes enervate mortals groan. 
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Happy the ſtates, ſupremely bleſt, - 
Where pious princes reign confeſt 
Their ſubjects ne'er in war engage, 
Nor hear the trumpet's madding rage, 
But raiſe their choral warblings high, 
In praiſe of Heav'n's great majeſty : 
There ſcience opes the mental flow'r 
And arts revive in peaceful bow'r ; 
Religious bliſs glads earth's domain, 
And plenty broods upon the plain, 
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WRITTEN wm Tax: YEAR 1776, 


AND ADDRESSED TO 


Ma. SAMUEL WHYTE, 


PRINCIPAL OF THE ENGLISH GRAMMAR SCHOOL DUBLIN, 


By JAMES WHITE, Es 


A YOUNG, a careleſs, but a grateful Muſe, 
With joy, the freedom of a friend purſues ; 
Submits her numbers to a faithful ear, 

And, gladly, bids each eflay'd flight appear, 


Youth, ever prompt, improvident and vain, 
Demands the voice of caution to reſtrain 
Rous'd by the blaſt of Fame, we ſeek to pleaſe, 
And graſp, unthinking, at the bribe of praiſe ; 

0 


( 98 ) 


Heedleſs of ſenſe, with ſyllables would play, 

And lulPd, through rhyme's enchanted pages ſtray. 
But you, QUINCTIL1Us, wide extremes can blend 
And, kindly, hide the Critic in the Friend ; 

Each erring whiſper of ſelf-praiſe remove, 

At once can cenſure and at once improve: 

Then happy they —and yet, a happy few— 

That find a Judge ſo diffidently true, 

A Friend in act, in counſel, as in name, 

An honeſt guardian of a future fame; 

Cautious to blame, unprejudic'd, ſincere, 

Pleas to commend, unwillingly ſevere, 

Studious to hint, or modeſtly deſign, 

Such may each Critic prove, and ſuch is mine. 


To read with ſpleen, to judge with envious rage, 
Explain perverſe, correct the faultleſs page ; 
Betrays the Cynic and the Poet's peſt, 
"Tis but a learn'd ill- nature at the beſt : 
Be then each Critic {crupulouſly juſt, 
How great the hazard, and how vaſt the truſt | 


Bleſt was the time, when ſoft inſtruction drew, 
Each happy day, my youthful ears to you ! 
Ev'n then I lov'd you for the Muſe's ſake, 
And for thy on: Tou taught the « art to ſpeak.” 
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O! loſt, then, be that Muſe, and dull my days, 
Should this falſe tongue forget QUincT1L1vs' praiſe z 
To diſtant years, if ſuch kind heav'n decree, 

When ſtrength decays, this heart ſhall warm to thee ; 
To thee, Preceptor of my heedleſs age, 

When we've run o'er life's variegated page. 


Since then, QUINCTILIUS, with impartial eyes, 
You view the ſolid, ſpecious, or unwiſe; 
Convinc'd, I huſh each ſound of letter'd pride, 
And cry with Cato, « Gods ! I'm ſatisfied.” 


By THE SAME. 


Yovu ſay, Sir, once, a wit * allow'd 

A woman to be like a cloud ; — 
Accept a SIMILE, as ſoon, 

Between a Woman and the Moon; 

For, let mankind ſay what they will, 

The ſex are heav'nly bodies ſtill. 


Grant me, to mimic human life, 
That Sux and Moo are man and wife; 
Whate'er kind Sol affords to /end her 
Is ſquander d upon midnight ſplendor 


* Dean Swift, 
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And, when to reſt he /ays him down, 
She's up and ſtar'd at through the town! 
From him her beauties cloſe confining, 
And only in his abſence ſhining ; 

Or, elſe, ſhe looks like ſullen tapers, 
Or, elſe, ſhe's fairly in the vapours ; 

Or owns at once a wife's ambition, 

And fully glares in oppoſition. = 


Say, are not theſe a modiſh pair 
Where each for other feels no care? 
Whole days in ſep rate coaches driving, 
Whole nights to keep aſunder ſtriving— 
Both in the dumps in gloomy weather, 
And lying once a month together. — 

In one ſole point unlike the caſe is, 
On her own head the horns ſhe places. 


nini err . 


By G ** ä 3 Es d. 


Compaſſion proper to mankind appears, 
For when God gave us life, he gave us tears. 


Conz, SENSIBILITY, my lay inſpire, 
With all thy charms my glowing boſom fire ; 
My verſe illumine with thy genial ray, | 
And make each reader ſubject to thy ſway ; 
Grant that each breaſt may kindle into zeal, 
Glow asI glow, and feel the warmth I feel. 


Thou friend to man beneath whoſe ſweet controul 
The ſoften'd paſſions harmonize the ſoul, 
Confirm wiſe Nature's univerſal plan, 
And prove this truth, « that Man was made for Man.” 
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Firſt of thy train, ſee, gen'rous Friendſhip riſe 
Uniting mankind in her ſocial ties; 
See, Friendſhip's offspring, Gratitude ſincere, 
Dear to each breaſt where Friendſhip's ſelf is dear; 
See, weeping Pity eager to beſtow 
The balm of comfort on the wound of woe; 
And glowing Love, whoſe ray diffuſive ſhines, 
Unbinds the ſtubborn, aud the rude refines, 
With fervent ardor fires the human ſoul, 
And ſways the heart with unconfin'd controul ; 
And all the Arts thy potent influence own, 
Their wond'rous charms are giv'n by thee alone; 
Inſpir'd by thee with all its grace and eaſe 
The flowing picture learns the art to pleaſe; 
The fond deſign the daring chizzel forms, 
Thy aid refines it, and thy ſpirit warms; 
Muſic from thee derives its magic art, 
Its ſweet effect and empire o'er the heart; 
Attun'd by thee, the Poet's melting lyre 
Now fires the ſoul with rage, now kindles ſoft deſire. 


And what is virtue—uninſpir'd by thee ? 
Dull, faultleſs, charmleſs regularity ! 
Senſeleſs as man before Prometheus ſtole 
Thy heav'nly ray to give his work a ſoul. 
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Thus Virtue, Science, Arts on thee depend, 
Their guide, ſupport, original, and end; 
Should'ſt thou, their ſource, withdraw thy foltring aid, 
Loſt is their beauty, and their ſtrength decay'd : 

So the weak vine about its conſort clings, 

Twines round its ſtem, and thro? its branches ſprings 
But ſhould the elm deſert the ſacred wood, 

By lightning's blaſt, or fatal axe, ſubdu'd, 

The helpleſs widow ne'er ſurvives the blow, 

But droops and withers on the plain below. 


But evn the ſhafts of Pain thy pow'r, benign, 
Can point with pleaſure, and to joy refine ; 
With magic art, diſplaying chymic ſkill, 
Extracting ſweet from bitter, good from ill. 
Should patriot love expoſe the hero's life 
To dreadful dangers of fell Diſcord's ſtrife ; 
Should pure Religion's firmeſt vot'ry feel 
'The dire effects of vengeful bigot zeal 
Or Truth's aſſertor in her cauſe ſuſtain 
The odious tyrant's ignominious chain 
Ev'n here thy pow'r its genial aid beſtows, 

And ſolace riſes from the ſource of woes ; 
A dear, luxurious, ſweetly-ſad relief 
Springs from thoſe ſuff*rings which excite our grief. 
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So when the Pelican ſuſtains her brood, 
And rends her breaſt to yield them gen'rous food, 
Ev'n from her wounds what ſweet ſenſations riſe, 


Sooth all her pangs, and lull to reſt her ſighs, — 


Tis from thy pow'r, Celeſtial maid, we feel 
That lively glow, that animating zeal, 
From whence the ſoul conceives its nobleſt aim, 
And ſprings with ardor tow'rds the goal of Fame. 
Each rugged path which to her temple leads 
With flowers thou ſtrew'ſt, rewards of gen'rous deeds, 
From theſe thy vot'ry, when th' aſcent he gains, 
His labour's ample recompence obtains 
Twin'd by thy hands a garland they compoſe, 
Which deathleſs glory on his name beſtows. 


Countleſs the bleſſings which to thee we owe, 
Bright'ner of bliſs ! and comforter of woe 
Exhauſtleſs fountain of unmix'd delight 
Source of Philanthropy's ſerener light ! 

Whoſe melting beams the human heart improve, 
With all the warm benevolence of Love! 

What conſcious joy diſtends that gen'rous breaſt 
Which Pity prompts to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd ; 
P 
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With Friendſhip's holy flame which warmly burns, 
Or favours paſt repays with large returns; 

What tender tumults all my boſom fill'd, 

What trembling tranſport thro” each fibre thrill'd, 
When from Almira's cheek I forc'd the kiſs, 
Which charm'd the mortal with celeſtial bliſs. 


But ſhould the lover, in deſpair, complain 
Of broken vows, or undeſerv'd diſdain; 
Or, ſhould this boſom be condemn'd to feel 
For human woes it knows not how to heal; 
Or, ſhould inexorable death divide 
The friend in ſorrow and in pleaſure try'd ; 
Or, to compriſe the utmoſt wrath of heav'n 
Should I offend Almira, unforgiv'n ; 

Yet let me all theſe poignant pangs ſuſtain, 
Rather than bear the pleaſures of the vain : 
Above the boaſted Pride of Zeno's ſchool, 
Above the dullneſs of th' unfeeling fool, 

Above what rigour's chilling charms impart, 

I prize this © graceful weakneſs of my heart.” — 


Yes—more congenial to my ſoul, more dear, 
Thy ſocial ſorrow, and thy tender tear, 
Than all unfeeling Apathy can know, 

Who cuts off pleaſure, as ſhe ſhuts out woe: 


( 107 ) 


Stagnant and vapid is her turbid lake, 

No ray can gild it, and no tempeſt ſhake, 

But thy clear ſtream by ev'ry wind is driv'n, 

And ſhews the brightneſs of reflected Heavn.— 


Come then, O graceful Nymph, inſpire the Youth, 
Who courts thy gentle ſway in ſtrains uncouth ; 
Still, as thro' life's bewilder'd maze ſtray, 

My paths illumine with thy cheering ray; 
Oh! let thy myſtic pow'r my breaſt inflame 
With ſenſe of honour, and ingenuous ſhame ; 
This ſhall, with hate of Vice, my boſom arm, 
And that, with Virtue's moral beauty, charm: 
50 let my life be colour'd as it may, 
With ſorrow darken'd, or with pleaſure gay ; 
Let ſmiling Fortune, with full luſtre, ſhed 
Its beam of ſunſhine on my favour'd head ; 
Ne'er ſhall my heart, with zealous pride elate, 
At once its duty and delight forget : 
Or let ſtern Fate, with angry viſage, frown 
And all my hopes in diſappointment drown 
Buoy'd up by thee, and, ſtill, with ſtrength ſupply d, 
Boldly, I'll ſtem Misfortune's boiſt'rous tide ; 
And, ſafely failing into port, at laſt, 
Look back, exulting, on each trial paſt. 
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ON THE OCCASION OP 


Tus Rv. DOCTOR BENSON 


RESIGNING HIS SCHOOL, 


IN THE YEAR 1782. 


By THE SAME. 


WI T H trembling hand, in vain, I ſtrike the Lyre ; 
No tuneful notes can this ſad time inſpire, 

No brilliant fancy, no poetic art, 

F'er gaily danc'd within the mourner's heart. 

Nor while we droop, by penſive woe oppreſs'd, 
Will Phcebus light his fires within the breaſt: 

Nor will the Muſes ſmile upon the ſtrain 

Which mourns his loſs who join'd us to their train. 
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There was a time, when gaiety and caſe 
Could make the hour of ſeparation pleaſe : 
Oh ! who can now that happy time reſtore ! 
To day we part—to meet alas! no more 
Oh ! will not thoſe lov'd hours return again, 
Which led peace, joy, and learning in their train; 
Thoſe fond affections that could care controul, 
And check the wildeſt ſallies of the foul ; 
That, ev*n in pleaſure, more than pleaſure charm'd, 
And anger's ſelf of half its rage diſarm'd.— 


When we to other ſchools ſhall be remov'd, 
And labour through the taſks which here we lov'd, 
Will not reflection cloud the troubled mind, 
And call it to theſe ſcenes it left behind ; 
Teach us to value thoſe unclouded days, 
Where Love and Learning join'd their mingled rays ; 
Teach us that gen'rous Mentor to revere, 
Who led us by the laws of love, not fear ; 
Who curb'd the froward, the dejected rais'd, 
And into fame the modeſt genius prais'd.— 


Then ſhall we feel how oft thy gen'rous breaſt 
Has been, by our impertinence, diſtreſs'd ; 
How oft o'er us thy tender boſom ſigh'd, 
And mourn'd our folly, dullneſs, or our pride; 


1316060 


How oft, through fix d deſign, we wing'd the dart, 
And ſent the barbed arrow to thy heart: 

Ev'n at that diſtant day, our cheek ſhall glow, 
And ſhame and ſorrow ſadden on our brow 7 

Then ſhall the proudeſt heart in fancy kneel, 

And feel thoſe ſorrows I already feel. — 
Since,—by hard fortune, of thy care depriv'd, 
Who'll give that aid which we from thee deriv'd ? 
Who, now, our head- ſtrong paſſions ſhall command, 
Or check our follies with a ſkilful hand ? 

Or who, from earth, ſhall teach us how to riſe, 
Follow where Newton trod, and reach the fkies ? 


As ſome green Oak, with leafy honours crown'd, 
Exalts its head, and ſpreads a ſhade around: 
About its ſtem the feeble Ivy clings, 
Hangs on its branches, and thence upward ſprings ; 
But ſhould ſome hand the gen'rous tree remove, 
Deſtin'd to guard, as once it grac'd the grove; 
The hapleſs Ivy droops beneath the blow, 
And, unſupported, ſinks, as we do now, 


(em 


1 O U W 
ON SEEING HER PERFORM THE CHARACTER OF 
QUEEN CATHARINE. 


SHAKESPEARE'S HENRY THE EIGHTH. 


Wurd ſixth-wiv'd HE NR, void of Shame and Fear, 
From vows eſtrang d, bids Catharine appear | 
In open court—Not een the Sov'reign's frown, 

Nor Wolſey's arts, can weigh the princeſs down: 

Great and collected in the awful hour, 

Her cauſe her council, and her truth her pow'r, 

She ſcares their coward hearts, protracts her cauſe, 

And from “e the hard rul'd Monarch” wreſts applauſe.* 


* Go thy ways, Kate, 
That man i'th* world, who ſhall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be truſted 


For ſpeaking falſe in that. 


Hixxzy VIII A2 2d. 
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Yet, when, diſrob'd of all her pow'r and ſtate, 
She bows, ſubmiſſive, to her humbler fate; 
Not the ſoft lute, which breathes the ſilver ſtrain, 
Nor *« the bleſs'd Troop,” which glide before her brain, 
Can give ſuch earneſt of congenial grief, 
Or yield the finer paſſions ſuch relief. 
Touch'd by the ſcene, Ambition ſhuts its wings, 
The World grows faint, and all the World's vain things; 
Crowns, wealth, magnificence, before us fly, 


For taught by you, we learn the rule to die. 


Theſe are the arts, which prop a moral ſtage, 
Theſe are the gems, which grace our Poet's page; 
*Tis your's to ſet them with a ſkilful hand, 

And ſcatter radiance round a claſſick land. 
Thus ſhall the ſtage be grateful to your name, 
And lo! another Por be nich'd in Fame. 
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P R O L O G U E, 
TO THE TRAGEDY OF 


VENICE PRESERYV?*D, 


PERFORMED AT A PRIVATE THEATRE. 
By Mr. FITZGERALD. 


Few Bards, like Otway, underſtand the art 

To touch the ſtrings that vibrate through the heart ! 
Moſt he excell'd in love's pathetic lays ; 

And, next to Shakeſpeare, claims unrival'd bays. 
The rougher paſſions when his pencil draws, 

He gains alike the tribute of applauſe : 

In Pierre, the manly virtues are combin'd, 

An open temper, with a dauntleſs mind; 

His active ſpirit, never taught to yield, 

Reſtleſs in peace, and daring in the field, 
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For private wrongs, againſt the ſtate conſpir'd, 
And to his purpoſe Jaffier's boſom fir'd ! 
But yet their motives challenge no applauſe, 
Revenge made patriots—not their country's cauſe. 


How diff'rent Britiſh from Italian climes ; 
Here patriots flouriſh'd in the worſt of times 
When freedom totter'd on the brink of fate, 
Hampden ſtood forth, and prop'd the reeling State; 
Oh!] had his follow'rs ne'er been ſtain'd with blood, 
How great their motive, and their cauſe how good ! 
There had they ſtopt—a wreath their heads had bound, 
And the great cauſe immortal honour crown'd |! 
But when an hapleſs Prince his error ſaw, 
He fell a victim to perverted law 
There on our annals reſts a guilty ſtain, 
Which quite blots out the errors of his reign ! 


Succeeding times a nobler ſtruggle view'd 
And Freedom triumph'd, not with blood imbru'd : 
When by mis-rule and bigot counſels led, 
The crown grew hateful on a Monarch's head, 
A gen'rous band, inſpir'd by Freedom's breath, 
To abject chains preferring glorious death, 
Conſpire | | 
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Not in the ſleeping breaſt to plunge the ſteel, 
But from deſtruction ſave the public weal ; 
They knew the fights of Kings —but felt their own, 
And hurl'd a tyrant from his guilty throne ! 


And ſhould ſuch dreadful times return again, 
Which Heav'n avert !—may Britons act like men 
May future Pierres, by nobler motives fir'd, 

With love of ſacred liberty inſpir'd, 
Rouſe up the ſlumb'ring virtue of the land, 
And 'gainſt oppreſſion make a glorious ſtand ! 


Now turn your eyes where Otway's ſtrength appears; 
See beauteous Belvidera bath'd in tears! 
Peeviſh complaints her ſoul was far above— 
Though poor in fortune, ſhe was rich in love; 
Her voice could ſoothe her Jaffier's cares to reſt, 
For Want would ſmile when pillow'd on her breaſt ! 
Let him blame Jaffier, for his truſt betray'd, 
Who never doated on a lovely maid ; 
Who never own'd the pow'r of beauty's charms, 
Nor claſp'd an angel in his faithful arms 
Who never heard thoſe accents that impart 


Or rage—-or rapture, to ti impaſſion'd heart! 
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Who never gaz d upon the ſpeaking eye, 

Nor felt the pathos of a woman's ſigh |! 

Let ſuch cold mortals their dull lives purſue, 
They cannot pity what they never knew— 
May ev'ry youth, like Jaffier, conſtant prove, 
And ev'ry maid, like Belvidera, love; 

But may their woes be ne'er experienced here, 
Nor ſully beauty's cheek with ſorrow's tear 
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IMI TATED FROM THE GREEK- 
By DANIEL WEBB, Esq, 


Fr RST born of Heav'n, for, without thee, 
Bleſt HEALTH ! the Gods themſelves would be 
Oppreſs'd by Immortality. 

Come, then, thou beſt of bleſſings, come; 

And make my humble roof thy home, 
Propitious come, and ſhed a ray 

Of gladneſs on my ſetting day . 

For if there be in wealth a charm, 

If joys the Parent's boſom warm ; 


* Sce the Rambler No. 48. 


C. . WY. } 


Whate'er the good, to thee tis giv'n 
To perfect ev'ry boon of Heav'n. 

If diadems the fancy pleaſe, | 
Thy hand muſt make them fit with eaſe 
Loſt, without thee, were Cupid's wiles 
And Venus owes thee half her ſmiles. 
Whene'er thou ſpread'ſt thy balmy wing, 
Ills vaniſh, blooming pleaſures ſpring z 
Whate'er we hope, whate'er endure, 
Thou giv'ſt th* enjoyment or the cure; 
All wiſhes meet in thee alone 
For Happineſs and HEALTH are one. 


ON THE TWO CELEBRATED POETS 


THOMSON an» CHURCHILL. 


BenzaTH a nameleſs ſhrine are laid, 
The Guardians of the public peace 

And Dover-cliffs, and Richmond's ſhade, 
Bear witneſs to the dire diſgrace.— 


Through Britain's Iſle the murmur runs; 
« And is my Bard, my champion dead? 
O loſs to Freedom and her ſons !” 
The Genius cry'd, and bow'd her head. 
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«© O worſe than youth's invidious haſte! 

« Or wintry ſhaft, or Scottiſh pride 
« Accurſt be Autumn's giant-blaſt, 

« Beneath whoſe arm my children dy'd! 


© Who, next to theſe, can boaſt the art, 
« My falling, falling Rights to ſave ? 
© With maſter touch to melt the heart? 
& Or rouſe, in Freedom's cauſe, the brave 


« Not for myſelf I wail, but them; 

« They wail'd not for themſelves but me: 
« Their toil, Corruption's tide to ſtem |! 

c Their meed, to ſet a Nation free ! 


« Yet ſhall a grateful City bend 
ec In duteous zeal around the Bier: 

« Each youth the Patriot- ſigh ſhall blend, 
« And ev'y virgin drop a tear 


« And, inthe ſphere of future days, 
« Perchance, ſome Sage, with pious rath, 
The fruitleſs Cenotaph ſhall raiſe.— 
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& This to the Friends of ſacred truth 
cc Who fearleſs in the breach could ſtand, 
« Their Country's honour to maintain 
« When vain was Pitt's preſerving hand! 
« And fought her valiant chiefs—in vain ! 


« Ah! how do Fate's afflictive laws 

« Delight to wound each gen'rous breaſt ! 
« Orcxil'd in great Virtue's cauſe ! 

« Or with her glorious cauſe oppreſt ! 


« Bright as his eye was TRHOMSOx's lay; 

« Was CHURCHILL's, careleſs as his life 
« Fell both to fev'riſh pain a prey, | 

« Unconquer'd in the noble ſtrife ! 


« Did both the herd of Pow'r defy; 
« Nor ſought a Friend, nor fear'd a Foe ; 
Nor car'd what malice might deny; 
Nor aſk'd what favour could beſtow | 
R 
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6 When meteor-pageants fade, enroll'd, 

& Through time, ſhall live each Hero's name; 
« Evn tyrant-rage, awhile controul'd, 

« Shall tremble in the noon-day flame !” 


And, if the wing of mortal pray'rs, 
Hath aught of pow'r in mortal doom, 
O may his fate be like to their's, 
Who pours this tribute on their tomb ! 


FTC 
ON THE DEATH OF 


Miss SUSANNA COPLEY. 


Br A LADY. 


A HI what avails the maſter's art 

Which ſtrews freſh laurels o'er the brave : * 
Can genius blunt Affliction's dart, 

Or ſnatch one bloſſom from the grave ? 


Could dews the blaſted flow'r reſtore, 
Or Sorrow's voice the paſt recall, 

The feeling heart ſhould bleed no more | 
No more the drops of anguiſh fall. 


* Alluding to the Draru or Major Pierson, painted by the cele- 
brated Mx, CorLey, father to the Young Lady. 
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Could Pity's ſympathizing groan 
Re-animate the beauteous clay, 
Reſtore the roſe for ever flown, 


Oc ſtop the Spirit on its way— 


'Then Science, for her favour'd ſon, 
Would wrap in weeds her mourning head, 

And pomp and gaudy triumph ſhun, 
To bid the Grave give up her dead. 


To lite—perhaps to future woe, 
Which reſts in her untimely urn ; 

To all the pangs which laid her low, 
The {ſmiling Cherub would return. 


Now, rob'd in innocence divine, 
She ſoars to gain her native home, 
And there ſhall, pure and ſpotleſs, thine, 
And there with ſiſter Seraphs roam. 


. And there in amaranthine bow'rs 
She tunes to joy her little ſong, 
And holy rapture marks the hours, 
All radiant, as they glide along. 
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And there «ſtill paying, ſtill to pay,” 
The Hymns „ the debt immenſe” of praiſe ; 
And there the ſoft ſeraphic lay 
With choral Angels learns to raiſe ; 


Or, watching o'er maternal woe, 
Imparts ſoft comfort to the breaſt, 
Or forms, to deck her parents“ brow, 
The deſtin'd chaplet of the bleſt. 


Perhaps, to hail their future doom, 
The Spirit may, expectant, ſtray 
Beyond the terrors of the tomb, 
To guide their everlaſting way. 


Yet, ſacred to the feeling foul 
Arenow the tender tears that flow, 

Tears, which no reaſon can controul, 
The fad reſource of human woe. 


Still, tho' remote to certain peace, 
Let hope direct the weeping eye, 
And point to joys that never ceaſe, 
And worlds where never heaves a ſigh. 
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E. L E G Ts 


IN MEMORY OP 


WILLIAM CLEGHORN, Esq. M. D. 


. UNIVERSITY PROFESSOP. OF ANATOMY AND SURGERY, 


WHO DIED ix DUBLIN, ON EASTER-DAY, IN THE YEAR 1784. 


War tolls the death-bell on this feſtive day, 
Which gave our dear Redeemer from the tomb ? 

Why is each face, that meets me in the way, 
Clouded with grief and melancholy gloom ? 


It is, alas ! the unexpected knell 
That ſounds Pm1LanDeR's exit to the dead, 
The heart-depreſſing tone] deſign'd to tell 
His precious ſpirit is for ever fled. 
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Ye ſons and daughters of IERNE mourn, 
Nor bluſh to bathe your viſage with a tear; 
Small tribute theſe to grace his youthful urn, 
Too poor theſe drops to ſprinkle on his bier. 


Was there a virtue, he did not poſſeſs? 

He charm'd the wife with ſentiments ſerene, 
The hearts of all were won by his addreſs, 

His aſpect, mild, and unaſſuming mien: 


No narrow limits could confine his mind, 
Nature's minuteſt work to him was known; 
In him pure Science ev'ry thought refin'd, 
And made the Book of Knowledge all his own : 


His genius hover'd on no vulgar wing, 

Each ſecret gift, each healing plant that grew, 
Our body's moſt attenuated ſtring 

Was brought within the compaſs of his view. 


Ab! what a loſs has Europe, then, ſuſtain'd— 
A loſs which claims from ev'ry eye a tear, 

A loſs, alas! which cannot be regain'd, 
Till Time fulfils his laſt and lateſt year. 
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From him the graſp of unrelenting Death 
Obtain'd a peerleſs and unuſual prey, 
And, at the reſignation of his breath, 
In doleful triumph, bore his ſpoils away. 


Ye learned Sages, where is now your boaſt 
Of arts which practice and long ſtudy gave ? 

Your brighteſt, moſt direCtive ſtar is loſt, 

Which not theſe arts could from extinCtion ſave. 


Now, airy Fame, thy weary pinions reſt, —- 
Thy taſk is done, thy toilſome flight is o'er; 

His name, in merited applauſes dreſt, 

Thy ſounding trumpet ſhall demand no more, 


Tho? his renown an endleſs conqueſt gains, 
O' er Death's inflexible, malicious dart; 

To fing his praiſe in elegiac ſtrains, 

Is all the kindneſs thou can'ſt, now, impart. 


Seek not, weak Muſe, his virtues to diſplay, 
Which far ſurmount the efforts of thy pen, 

Repute, like his, ne'er dwindles to decay; 

Nor ceaſes to employ the tongues of men. 
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How feeble ev'ry wiſh of thine to ſing 

Perfections, which tranſcend thy humble lays ;— 
perfections, which deſerve a bolder ſtring, 

With loud vibrations, to reſound his praiſe. 


Ye monumental ornaments, how vain !|— 
A while ye point out where our relicks lie : 
But tott'ring, with the cold tempeſtuous rain, 
Like your projectors droop, diſſolve and die. 


The brazen ſtatue and the marble buſt 
Submit to Time and moulder to decay 

And Man's fair frame, compos'd of lifeleſs duſt, 
Returns to earth and ſhrinks, conſum'd away, 


Virtue alone can eternize his name, 

Can make it ſoar with ceaſeleſs flight on high, 
Can build the deathleſs fabric of his fame, 

And rear his bright memorial to the ſky 


And ſuch, dear Youth, thy virtues well may claim 
Immortal ſculptures to adorn thy tomb, 
Unfading verſes, honour'd with the theme, 
To ſpeak thy merits and untimely doom. 
8 ( 
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O bounteous Heav'n ! when you allow'd mankind 
To view ſo rare, fo exquiſite a man, 
Why were his days fo ſcantily confin d? 
His age contracted to an infant's ſpan ? 


Was it to teach the worthleſs ſons of clay, 
What mighty bleſſings thou haſt to beſtow ? 


Was it to prove Omnipotence's ſway, 
And thy fupreme dominion here below ? 


Was there no proof of thy unbounded pow'r, 
No other proof for providence to give ? 

Could'ſt thou not ſlay ten thouſand in an hour, 
And let fuch true unmix'd excellence live ? 


Mortals, perhaps, deſerv'd not ſuch a boon ; 
For why ſhould they obtain their whole deſire ? 
The pray'rs of Angels call'd him hence fo ſoon 
Who long'd to hail him, member of their quire. 


But why, ye bleſt, immortal hoſts of Heav'n, 
Why ſo impatient of your fav'rite's ſtay ? ; 
The longeſt life to human frailty giv'a 
Is, in thy fight, a fleeting winter's day 
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Yet why ſhould we, at thy high will, repine, 
Or tax the work of thy all-ruling hand ? 

Let us endure what thy decrees aſſign, 
And bow, ſubmiſſive, to thy great command. 


Then ſtop this ſwelling anguiſh of the breaſt, 

How vain theſe ſtreams, which ev'ry eye-ball pours, 
When Saints receive him as a welcome gueſt, 

And Angels greet him with a love like ours. 


Let not your tears, his hallow'd grave demean, 
Where Grace and Plety, their vigils keep, 

Virtue and all her bright ſeraphic train, 
Aſſemble there, to pray, to ſing and weep. 
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EDMUND B UR K E, Esd. 


ON nis TAKING OCCASION, IN A SPEECH DELIVERED AT BRISTOL, 
TO EXTOL THE VIRTUES OF 


JOHN HOWAR D, Es F. R. S. 


By A YOUNG LADY. 


O THOU, awake to Pity's voice, 
Thou friend of human-kind! 

Well might thy noble heart rejoice, 
To meet a fellow-mind. 


Humanity, with brighten'd bloom, 
Beholds her cauſe ſucceed, 

While Ho wan p cheers the Priſon's gloom 
And BURKE applauds the deed. 
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TRANSLATED FROM THE IRISH. 


Br A GENTLEMAN, 


Tu OU dear ſeducer of my heart, 
Fond cauſe of ev'ry ſtruggling ſigh, 

No more can I conceal Love's ſmart, 
No more reſtrain the ardent eye. 


What though this tongue did never move, 
To tell thee all its maſter's pain ; 

Mine eyes, my looks have ſpoke my love, — 
ELviN4, ſhall they ſpeak in vain ? 
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For, ſtill, imagination warm, 
Preſents thee at the noontide beam, 
And ſleep gives back thy angel form, 
To claſp thee in the midnight dream. 


EL vIxA, though no ſplendid ſtore 
I boaſt, a venal heart to move, 
Yet, charmer, Iam far from poor— 
For I am more than rich in love ! 


Pulſe of my beating heart, ſhall all 
My gay, ſeducing, hopes be fled ?— 

Unheeded, wilt thou ſee me fall? 
Without a tear, behold me dead ? 


Pl make a cradle of this breaſt, 
Thy image all its child ſhall be; 

My throbbing heart ſhall rock to reſt 
The cares that waſte my life and me ! 
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PRESENTED TO 


DB ES A #8: WW FF 


ON THE zoth. OF NOVEMBER 1721- 


BEING THE CELEBRATION OF HIS BIRTH-DAY. 


Br STELLA. 


ST. PaTRrIck's Dean, your Country's pride, 
My early and my only guide, 

Let me among the reſt attend, 

Your Pupil and your humble Friend, 

To celebrate, in female ſtrains, 

The day which paid your mother's pains. 
Deſcend to take that tribute due, 

In gratitude, alone, to you. 
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When men began to call me fair, 


You interpos'd your timely care; 

You, early, taught me to deſpiſe 

The ogling of a Coxcomb's eyes; 
Shew'd where my judgment was miſplac'd ; 
Refin'd my fancy and my taſte. 

Behold that Beauty, juſt decay'd, 
Invoking Art to Nature's aid : 

Forſook by her admiring train, 

She ſpreads her tatter'd nets in vain. 
Short was her part upon the ſtage— 
Went ſmoothly on, for half a page; 
Her bloom was gone, ſhe wanted art, 
As the ſcene chang'd, to change her part; 
She whom no lover could reſiſt, 

Before the ſecond act was hifs'd. 

Such is the fate of female race, 

With no endowment but a faee 

Before the thirtieth year of life, 

A maid forlorn, or hated wife! 
STELLA, to you, her tutor, awes 
That ſhe has ne' er reſembled thoſe ; 
Nor was a burden to mankind, 

With half her courſe of years behind. 
You taught how I might youth prolong, 


By knowing what was right and wrong ; 
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How, from my heart, to bring ſupplies 
Of luſtre to my fading eyes; 
How ſoon a beauteous mind repairs 

The loſs of chang'd, or falling, hairs; 
How wit, a virtue from within, 
Sends out a ſmoothneſs o'er the ſkin : 
Your lectures cou'd my fancy fix, 
And I can pleaſe, at thirty ſix. 
The ſight of Chloe, at fifteen, 
Coquetting, gives not me the ſpleen ;— 
The idol now of ev'ry fool, 
Till time ſhall make the paſſions cool; 
Then, tumbling down Time's ſteepy hill, 
While STELL 4 holds her ſtation ſtill, 
Oh ! turn your precepts into laws ; 
_ Redeem the Women's ruin'd cauſe ; 
Retrieve loſt empire to our ſex, 
That men may bow their rebel necks. 


Long be the day that gave you birth, 
Sacred to friendſhip, wit, and mirth ; 
Late dying, may you caſt a ſhred 
Of your rich mantle o'er my head, 
To bear, with dignity, my ſorrow, — 
One day alone, then die to-morrow ! 

* 
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THE 


LOVER AND THE FRIEND. 


EN DU”'D with all that could adorn, 
Or bleſs the firſt and faireſt born; 

A ſoul that looks, ſuperior, down, 
Let giddy Fortune ſmile or frown ; 
With Age's wiſdom,—not her years, 


EN * can blame me, if I blend 


The name of Lover with the FRIEND? 


Like Noah's dove, my buſy breaſt 
Has rov'd, to find a place of reſt ; 
Some faithful boſom, to repoſe 
And huſh the family of woes: 
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Then, do I dream ?—or, have I found 

The fair and hoſpitable ground ?— 
Ah! quit your ſex's rules, and lend 
A LovER's wiſhes to the FRIEND. 


Abſence I try d but, try'd in vain !—. 

It heals not, but upbraids my pain. 

For thee, I'd bear the reaper's toil ; 

For thee, conſume the midnight oil; 

Then, to thy judgment would I owe 

All thatTI read, and write, and know.— 
Can thoſe, who wiſh like me, pretend 
To part the Lover and the FæIEN D? | 
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Come, then, and let's, together, prove 

Diſintereſted ſweets of Love,— 

For, gen'rous Love no dwelling finds 

In poor and mercenary minds,— 

Laugh at Life's idle, flutt'ring things; 

Look down, with pity, upon Kings, 
Careleſs who like, or diſcommend, 
Bleſt in the LovER and the Fr1END ! 

4+ > + 


6140) 


Oh ! come, and we'll, together, haſte 
O'er Life's uncomfortable waſte ; 
Bear the ſharp thorn, to find the roſe, 
And ſmile at tranſitory woes; 
Keep the bright goal of hope in view, 
Nor look behind, as others do, 
Till Death, and only Death, ſhall end, 
At once, the Lover and the FRIEND! 


ADDITIONAL STANZA : 
TO A YOUNG LADY WHO REQUESTED A COPY OF 


Tur LOVER and rue FRIEND. 


Oh ! Thou, whoſe ev'ry act diſplays 
Propriety that beggars praiſe |— 
Whoſe pleaſing converſe can beguile 
The Muſe's ſorrow, and whoſe ſmile, 
Tho' heedleſs of its aim, can chear 
The boſom victim'd to deſpair, 
Accept the verſe my wiſhes ſend, 
Nor, fora Lovex, loſe a FRIEND. 
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FROM 


WERTER To CHARLOTTE. 


SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN AT THAT PERIOD WHEN HE WAS UNDER 
THE MOST VIOLENT AGITATIONS OF DISAPPOINTED LOVE AND 
FRANTIC DESPAIR, 


LosT to the world, to all its pleaſures loſt, 

And torn from thee, whom I admir'd the moſt ; | 
*Ere yet my ſoul prepares to wing its flight | *2 
To the pure regions of eternal light ; J 
Let me, awhile, the deſtin'd blow reſtrain, 

To weep my paſſion, and unfold the pain 

The fatal progreſs of my love t' impart, 

And ope the ſecret ſluices of my heart; 
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Pour out my ſoul in deluges of grief, 

While woeful mem'ry brings a ſad relief; 

Then let the looſen'd ſoul, triumphant, ſoar 

To thoſe bright realms, where anguiſh pains no more. 


To thee, dear CHARLOTTE! be theſe lines addreſt, 

Thou fair, thou fatal conqu'ror of my breaſt : 
Let this ſad letter, faithfully, impart 
The woeful records of a wounded heart; 
With pity's eye, thou charming fair one ! ſee 
How much I lov'd !—how much I bore for thee ! 
Trace ev'ry pang ! and tremble, while you read 
What dire effects from hapleſs love proceed; 

His ev'ry pang to thee does WERTER owe! 

| To thee, ſweet, guiltleſs cauſe of all his woe 
At ev'ry line the guſhing tear ſhall ſtart, 
And thrilling pains ſhall vibrate through thy heart; 
Stain'd by thy tears, the words ſhall faintly ſhew, 

| Till ſenſe is loſt amid a cloud of woe 
Yet, 'ere this letter ſhall by thee be read, 
The hapleſs writer ſleeps among the dead 


Yet, let my ſoul indulge its pleaſing pain, 


And call to mind each paſt—each bliſsful ſcene ! | 


The fond delirium of my love purſue, 
And tell how much I lov'd, and felt for you ! 
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Ye ſmiling days ! when Nature bloom'd around, 
And ſummer's liv'ry cloth'd the verdant ground, 
Then, firſt, my CHaRLOTTE blaz'd upon my fight, 
While my rapt foul o'erflow'd with fond delight; 
| Loſt in arnaze, I gaz'd upon thy charms, 

Then, firſt, this heart experienc'd ſoft alarms ; 

What melting accents did thoſe lips impart |! 

And ev'ry word ſhot, thrilling, through my heart: 
Thy charms, bright fair | mild, innocent, and gay, 
Beam'd forth all beauteous, and adorn'd the day; 

I caught thy glances with a ſweet ſurpriſe, 

And fir'd my foul with luſtre from thine eyes. 
Image of piety l when I deſcry'd 

| The lovely children ſporting by thy ſide, 

Each tender babe beheld, in thee combin'd, 

The ſiſter, mother, and th' inſtructor kind; 

In Love's fierce raptures all my foul was toſt — 

In ſweet confuſion ev'ry ſenſe was loſt ; 

My heart heav'd joyful at the ſoft command, DS 
For, oh] what heart ſuch charms could cer withſtand. 


Ah ever dear] yet ever fatal hour 
When firſt I yielded to ſuperior pow'r, 
When, ſwiftly owning Love's all mighty ſway, 
This heart, with ardour, kindled to obey. 
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Why gaz'dI, CHarRLoOTTE, on thoſe heav'nly charms ? 
Thou, thou wert deſtin'd for another's arms; 

Unhappy WERTER muſt all hopes reſign !— 

Dread thought !—my CHarLoTTE never could be mine 
Too late, I felt the God's all-pow'rful dart, 

Too late, I ſtrove to tear thee from my heart; 

Deluſive hope ! Love check'd the raſh deſire, 

And ſtill thy charms heap'd fuel on the fire. 

Then was I left to all the ſtings of care, 

To feed a paſſion. founded on deſpair, 

To view thy beauty and, with ſighs, adore ;— 

With awe to view thee ! but, alas ! —no more 

At diſtance to behold the lovely prize, | 

And drink freſh poiſon, daily, from thine eyes; 

What then I ſuffer'd, and how well Ilov'd, 

By tears all eloquent, could beſt be prov'd. 


But lo ! the fatal nuptial knot is ty'd, 
The joyful ALBERT leads his blooming bride : 
For ever CHARLOTTE from theſe arms is torn, 
And to the bridal bed in triumph borne !— 
Oh heav'ns ! while WERrTER bleeds in dire diſmay, 
And night renews the torments of the day, 
The happy ALBERT folds thee in his arms, 
| Glues to thy lips, and riots on thy charms ; 
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He checks thy terrors with an ardent kiſs, 

Thoſe virgin terrors that augment the bliſs; 

Then, then, as cloſely in his arms thou'rt preſt, 
Does no one ſecret ſigh eſcape thy breaſt? 

Nor one fad tear for hapleſs WER TER flow ?— 

For him, who bears for thee a world of woe ? 

Ah ! no, falſe fair] thou yield'ſt him all thy charms, 
And WERTER is forgot in ALBERT's arms. 


What have I faid ? What phrenzy racks my ſoul ! 
My paſſion rages ] ſuff ring no controul : 
Forgive] forgive, O lovely, guiltleſs fair 
The furious impulſe of forlorn deſpair; 

The ſad remembrance of each former ſcene 
Storms through my heart with agony of pain. 
*Twas I, dear CHARLOTTE, was alone to blame, 
To ſoothe, to nouriſh this deſtructive flame; 
This fatal paſſion, that all bounds ſurpaſt, 

That ſtill burn'd fiercer, by deſpair increaſt; 

*T was guilty WERTER who diſturb'd thy peace 
And Death, Death only can the wrong redreſs. 


Yet wert thou form'd to fill theſe eager arms, 
And I, my angel! might have gain'd thoſe charms 3 
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Oft have I mark'd thee heave a gentle ſigh, 

And trac'd the tear that trickled from thine eye. 
Love, by degrees, prepar'd his pointed dart, 

And gain'd a ſoft admiſſion to thy heart: 

But ah ! too late; each flutt'ring hope was o'er, 
Thou gav'it me pity, but thou could'ſt no more; 
Yet twas a bliſs, that language cannot name, 
To find my CyarLoTTE felt the gentle flame. 


Yes; we were form'deach others arms to bleſs ; 
So pure a paſſion merited ſucceſs ! 
Each heart was form'd to feel a mutual flame, 
The ſame our pleaſures, and our taſte the fame. 
Oh bliſsful ſtate ! when two fond boſoms burn, 
And wiſh for wiſh, and love for love return : 
| Not ſuch the raptures ALBERT feels for thee ; 

But thou, my CyHarLoTTE, hadſt been bleſt with me 
Alas ! he views thee with no WERTER's eyes, 
Ah, too unconſcious of fo fair a prize 
But oh, what tranſport had our union crown'd, 
And Love, and {ſweet Content had ever bloom'd around. 


Yet ſtill, my CHarRLOTTE |! ftill ſhalt thou be mine, 
So {ſweet an object I ſhall ncer reſign, 
From me, tho' ſever'd by religious ties, 


Heav'n ſhall beſtow what cruel earth denies. 
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In thoſe bright regions free from mortal care, 
Where all is glory, and where all is fair; 

Where ev'ry form a ſmiling aſpect wears, 

No huſband threatens and no anguiſh tears; 
Where truth and juſtice, find a pure regard, 
And white rob'd virtue gains a ſure reward ; 
There at th' Almighty's throne ſhall I remain, 
He'll ſoothe my ſorrow and allay my pain; 

And when, arriving, thou ſhalt bleſs my ſight, 
Ill ſpring to meet thee with a pure delight, 
Then, at the foot of that imperial throne, 

To him my ſuff rings I ſhall then make known; 
There, there diſcloſe that pure, that heav'nly flame, 
And Love's bright paſſion ſhall enforce my claim; 
Heav'n then ſhall ſmile, conſenting to our love, 
And heap freſh bleſſings in the realms above. 


At night, when flumber ſeals each mortal eye, 
My lovely CHarLoTTE in my dreams I ſpy; ö 
Along the valley we, together, ſtray i 
And, in delightful converſe, cheat the day; 

I preſs thy tender hand, I drop a tear, 

But thy kind glances bid me not deſpair ; 

I wake—the ſweet illuſions mock my eyes, 

1 ſtretch my arms. the lovely phantom flies: 
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Bereft of 'comfort, floods of anguiſh flow, 
I figh and ſorrow o'er my future woe. 


Still thro” my boſom fierce ſenſations rove, 
All! all the ſymptoms of ill-fated love: 
Fierce love ſtill rages with unbounded ſway, 
Ah! what can calm it, and the ſtorm allay. 
Now rays of flutt'ring hope my breaſt inſpire, 
And my heart melts in tides of ſoft deſire. 
Should ALBERT die ! then WERTER might be bleſt ! 
Might claſp his CHARLOTTE to his faithful breaſt ! 
Falſe thought begone ! ye fond deluſions ceaſe, 
For ne er can CHARLOTTE crown my warm embrace. 
Then in a thouſand pangs my foul is toſt, 
Falſe hopes delude me, and I ſtill am loſt, 
Alas ! this fatal phrenzy drives me on, 
T' encounter rocks, which prudence bids me ſhun ; 
I ſtart with horror, ſhudd'ring thro! deff pair, 
And each gay viſion vaniſhes in air. 


| Recall, my love! recall that fatal hour, 
When virtue ſunk beneath ſuperior pow'r ; 
When love's fierce paſſion, eager, led me on, 
I' attempt a danger, which I ſtrove to ſhun. 
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Then round thy waiſt my eager arms I preſt, 

And glowing, claſp'd thee to my panting breaſt ; 

When thy ſoft lips did balmy warmth infpire, 

And kindled thro? my foul a thrilling fire: 

Each touch was magic, and each look was love, 

And melting kiſſes did the joy improve. 

Loſt was each ſenſe in paſſion's ſweet exceſs, 

And virtue ſtagger'd at th approach of bliſs. 

Then, as I claſp'd thee in my folding arms, 

Suck'd tranſport from thy breath, and panted on thy 
charms, 

Thy voice at once reſtrain'd the fierce deſire, 

And in its progreſs check'd the rapid fire. 

No more the tides of joy began to roll, 

Bright Virtue roſe triumphant o'er my ſoul. 

That flame divine th' imperious paſſion ſway'd, 

The voice of CHARLOTTE I, like Heav'n's, obey'd. 
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Yet oh ! forgive ! forgive th' impetuous flame ! 
The guſh of paſſion then no pow'r cou'd tame, 
The foft transfuſion of that balmy bliſs, 

Still riots thro' my ſoul in deep exceſs. 

What kindling tranſports did thoſe charms inſpire, 
Thoſe looks of ſweetneſs! and thoſe eyes of fire 
Swift thro' my heart the fatal poiſon flow'd, 
Unbrac'd each nerve, and ev'ry ſenſe ſubdu'd. 
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Theſe arms have folded all my ſoul held dear, 

And one ſweet hour has balanc'd months of care; 
Still on theſe lips I feel the warmth divine, 

That melting warmth, which they imbib'd from thine ! 
Nor years th' impreſſion e er can waſte away, 


It rivets deeper, and augments its ſway. 


But now, my love! theſe once lov'd ſcenes have ceas'd, 
And Death's fierce image ſways my tortur'd breaſt : 
"Tis fix'd, my CHARLoTTE ! Death muſt cure my woe 
My ſoul with tranſport waits th* expected blow; 
"Tis not vain paſſion bears me to my fate, 
My heart reſts quiet, and my ſoul's ſedate ; 
Nor through the impulſe of forlorn deſpair 
Does WERTER ſeek this remedy for care; 
But ſince my woes their deſtin'd courſe have run, 
"Tis death muſt finiſh what my love begun | 
Too long fierce tortures rent this hapleſs heart, 
And Death alone can mitigate the ſmart. 
He comes more joyful, and in ſmiles array d, 
Since 'tis for thee the ſacrifice is made: 


Oh! at the thought, vain, empty terrors fly; 
He looks more charming as he comes more nigh! 
Soon as thy hands this letter ſhall unfold, 

A dreary grave the ſad remains ſhall hold 
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Of one, who pour'd for thee his lateſt breath, 

And ſought repoſe within the arms of Death. 

Thy words no more ſhall heav'nly joys impart, 

Or with new virtues fire this glowing heart 

That heart, where love once held a pow'rful ſway, 
No more ſhall kindle, and no more obey. 


When laſt from thy dear preſence forc'd to part, 
Heav'ns! what fierce tumults ſtorm'd throughout my 
| heart; 

Oer my whole frame a ſhiv'ring horror prey d, 

All hopes forſook me, and all comfort fled: 

By tears, at length, I gain'd a ſad relief, 

And my ſoul floated in a ſea of grief; 

A thouſand ſchemes ruſh'd through my tortur'd breaſt, 
Each ſenſe diſorder'd, and each hope ſuppreſt ; 
Atlength, triumphant, did one thought remain, 

"Tis Death, Death only can relieve my pain. 


The wiſh'd-for hour, my love ! approaches nigh, 
When WERTER, with his woes, in peace ſhall lie; 
But yet it ſoftens all I feel for thee, 

To think my CHarRLoTTE may reflect on me; 
Theſe hopes, for once, my heart-felt pangs reſtrain, 
But *tis a pleaſure that is mix'd with pain. 


Full well I know what pains thy heart ſhall ſcel 
What ſighs ſhall iſſue ! and what tears ſhall ſteal ! 
To think that boſom ſhall with pangs be rent, 
Awhile with-holds me from the fix'd intent. 
When you, my love ! while ev'ning bluſhes fair, 


Walk forth t' enjoy the fragrant, cooling air; 
When, oft, through thoſe delightful ſhades you rove, 
(Thoſe ſhades once conſcious of my hapleſs love) 
Oh! think how WerTER, with a Iover's pace, 
Sprung from the valley to thy dear embrace; 
Then ſhall you view, with ſorrow- ſtreaming eyes, 
Where, wrapt in ſleep, what once was WERTER, lies, 
And when the ſun his rapid courſe has paſt, 

And faintly glimmers from the diſtant weſt, 

My fair ſhall view, while pangs her heart aſſail, 
The graſs high o'er me trembling to the gale ; 
Then, fad and ſlowly, homeward you'll return, 
Vent your ſoft ſorrows and, in ſecret, mourn 3 

In all the ſymptoms of forlorn deſpair | 

' You'll look around — but ſee no WER TER there 
He who has oft ajuſt attention ſhow'd ; 

Imbibing virtues as from thee they flow'd ; 

The recollection of each paſt delight 

Shall rack thy ſoul with anguiſh and affright ; 

A thouſand pangs thy boſom muſt endure, 

And thou muſt bear 'em, hopeleſs of a cure. 
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Yet ſoon ſhall Death uplift his pointed dart, 
And freeze the pulſes of this beating heart : 
My ſoul determin'd, and my thoughts reſign'd, 
The heart at length ſhall triumph o'er the mind ; 
Nor didſt thou think, when laſt I bade adieu, 
That theſe fond eyes no more ſhould CHARLOTTE view ! 
Alas ! no more ! what now theſe lines impart, 
Shall rouze ſoft ſorrows from thy ſwelling heart : 
Theſe eager arms, that once encircled thine, 
Muſt ſoon the glowing warmth of youth reſign ; 
Theſe eyes, that ſpoke the racking pains I bore, 
Muſt ſoon their once rebellious fire give o'er | 
No more ſhall they behold the ſun's fair light, 
Dark clouds ſurround it, and conceal from fight. 
Let Nature now relent in pearly dew, 
And join her kindly tears, my love ! with you. 
Your Lover now the goal of fate draws near, 
Nor does he tremble, nor recede with fear : — 
This the laſt day vet wherefore then the laſt ; 
It haſtes that ſuccour to my ſuff rings paſt. | | 
Now vital warmth inſpires this mortal frame, 
But ſoon Death's hand ſhall freeze that heav'nly flame ; 
Theſe ſpirits circle for, thy ſake alone, 
For thee,—a cauſe much dearer than their own | 
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What is that Death which doth ſuch terrors frame? 
*Tis but mere ſlumber, and a gentle dream 

Tho' Death from torments ſhall this boſom free, 
Death ne'er can ſeparate my heart from thee. 


Glad to the ſtroke my boſom I preſent, 
My Love affords the fatal inſtrument. 
The means of Death ſince I receive from you, 
Heav'n muſt the blow with approbation view : 
| You gave the piſtol with a fearful mind, 
And did you deem it for ſuch uſe defign'd ! 
But ah, my Love! you gave not one farewell, 
Nor one fad tear for hapleſs Wer TER fell! 
Oh ! could thy heart the tender flame reſign, 
In that ſweet hour which ever makes me thine : 
The ſoft impreſſions ne er ſhall quit this heart, 
Nor thy dear image ever thence depart, 
Yet love ſtill whiſpers ; yes ! with joy, 1 ſee 
Thou can'ſt not hate the man who dotes, on thee. 


And thou, O AL BRRT I this adieu receive! 
With pity hear me, and my wrongs forgive ! 
"Twas hapleſs WERT ER who diſturb'd thy reſt; 
And ruffled, with fierce pangs, thy peaceful breaſt : | 
He ſow'd the bitter feeds of jealous ſtrife, 
"P'wixt thee, O ALBERT ! and thy lovely wife: 


1 


For this a juſt atonement ſhall be made, 

And Death already ſpreads his mournful ſhade. 
Yet ALBERT, hear my dying accents hear 
Comfort that Angel, and relieve her care: 
Soothe thoſe ſoft ſorrows that, for me, ſhall flow ; 
And let thy mildneſs mitigate her woe 

And, when ſhe drops the tender tear for me, 
(Paſt friendſhip ſhall exact a tear from thee) 
Join in the ſympathy, her thoughts compoſe, 
Sigh back her ſighs, and mingle in her woes 
Theſe wiſh'd- for hopes ſhall fortify my heart, 
Compoſe Death's terror, and allay the ſmart : 
So ſhalt thou hope the joys of Heav'n to prove, 
And ſhine, exalted, with the bleſt above. 


And now, the dreary, fatal hour draws nigh, 
And Love exclaims aloud, “ Tis time to die.” 
And, round, deep Silence holds her awful reign, 
And my ſoul brightens at th' approaching ſcene ! 
Thro' the brown gloom I caſt my eyes around; 


And lo ! what dark'ning ſhades the Heav'ns ſurround | 


Concealing Nature, in one thick'ning veil, 
And ſuit the ſpirit of my ſoul full well. 
Shall I, once favour, from thy mercy find? 
Wilt thou, my Love! to my remains prove kind ? 
R 2 
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Where the two lime-trees rear their awful head, 
There, there let WER TER, with his woes, be laid! 
Thou with thy father all perſuaſions uſe ;— 

So ſmall a favour he can ne'er refuſe ! 

But pious ſouls perhaps may diſagree ; 

Nor with to reſt near ſuch a wretch as me 

Then in ſome valley let my relics lye ; 


Remote, and diſtant from each human eye ! 
Or let me ſlumber on the common way, 

While my ſad fate the marble ſhall diſplay ; 

That, when ſome wand'ring trav'ller ſhall behold 

The tomb, which WERTER“s relics does enfold, 

My hapleſs fate may rouze the ſwelling ſigh, 

And tears may trickle from a ſtranger's eye. 


"Tis paſt ! my CHaRLoTTE ! Death, triumphant, reigns, 
And o'er this boſom ſhakes his icy chains 
But, could my death give quiet to thy heart, 
With what ſwift tranſport I'd perform my part ! 
Oh ! on ſuch terms how ſweet the ſacrifice !— 
But cruel Fate ſo ſoft a boon denies. 
Now my rack'd ſoul ſwift hovers o'er the grave, 
And now this laſt adieu, my Love! receive. 
Adieu] thou lovely cauſe of WerTER's pain! 
Yet ſoft O ſoft, my ſoul ! thy pangs reſtrain !— 
How well I lov'd thee, *tis my death can tell. — 
Farewell]! my CHARLOT TE ! —Love, and Life farewell! 


E 
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WurRz Kennet rolls his ſilver tide, 
In Berkſhire's fertile lands, 

Beneath a hill, whoſe ſhelter hides, 
A pleaſant cottage ſtands. 


There Lucy lives, divinely fair, 
As is the mountain ſnow— 

By nature dreſt, her auburn hair 
In artleſs ringlets flow. 


Full many a lovely youth had ſtrove, 
But yet had ſtrove in vain, | 
To win this beauteous maid to love, 


And ſoften her diſdain. 
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For, happy in herſelf, ſhe liv'd 
Contented with her fate ; 

Nor envy'd aught that fortune gave, 
Nor wiſh'd to change her ſtate. 


Henry adorn'd with ev'ry grace 
Of perſon and of mind ; 

In whoſe intelligible face 
Each innate virtue ſhin'd. 


A mutual love each heart conceiv'd, 
Nor long conceal'd the flame ; 

An honeſt mind cannot deceive, 
And virtue fears no ſhame. 


The ſetting ſun—the riſing morn, 
Is witneſs to their joys ; 

Bleſs'd in themſelves, they juſtly ſcorn 
The world and all its noiſe. 9 


Nor ſeek, but in the ſhady grove 
And flow'ry field, to find 

Thoſe joys which only dwell where love 
And innocence are join'd. | 
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Around their neat tho lowly eot, 
A fragrant woodbine twines ; 
And, thro? their garden's humble ſpot, 
A gentle ſtreamlet winds. 


Here HENR, with a lover's cares, 
Has planted ev'ry flow'r ; 

And with his Lucy oft repairs, 
To ſpend an ev'ning hour. 


His Luc x's ſmiles, like magic charm, 
Can baniſh ev'ry care 

And Lucy never dreams of harm 
While gentle HexzyY's near. 


Oft as they range the ſunny mead, 
They Nature's works explore; 

The God, in all his works, they read— 
And, while they read, adore. 


Thus paſs their lives, one gentle calm 
Of friendſhip, love and peace 

For Virtue guards from ev'ry harm, 
And leads them on to bliſs. 
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Ye Great | who Fortune's favours ſhare, 
Yet murmur at your lot, 

That Peace ye ſeek is ſettled here, 
The tenant of this cot. 


She flies from all the pomp of pride, 
And pageants of the great, 

With Truth and Virtue to reſide, 
And bleſs the humble ſtate, 
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By TAE Rr. Hon. CHARLES JAMES FOX, 


Wurkk the lovelieſt expreſſion to features is join'd, 
By Nature's moſt delicate pencil deſfign'd ; 
Where bluſhes, unbidden, and ſmiles, without art, 
Speak the ſoftneſs and feeling that dwell in the heart; 
Where, in manners enchanting, no blemiſh we trace; 
But the ſoul keeps the promiſe we had from the face 
Sure philoſophy, reaſon, and coldneſs muſt prove 
Defences unequal to ſhield us from love. 
Then tell me, myſterious Enchantreſs, oh ! tell 
By what wonderful art, by what magical ſpell, 
My heart is ſo fenc'd that, for once, I am wiſe 
And gaze, without rapture, on AMORET's eyes? 

Y 
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That my wiſhes, which never were bounded before, 

Are, here, bounded by friendſhip and aſk for no more 7 
Ist reaſon ? no that my whole life will belye ; 

For who ſo at variance as reaſon and I ? 

Ist ambition that fills up each chink of my heart, 

Nor allows any ſofter ſenſation a part? 

Oh ! no- for, in this, all the world muſt agree — 

One folly was never ſufficient for me. 

Is my mind, on diſtreſs, too intenſely employ d? 

Or by pleaſure relax d, by variety cloy d? 

For, alike in this only, enjoyment and pain, 

Both, ſlacken the ſprings of thoſe nerves which they ſtrain. 
That I've felt each reverſe which from Fortune can flow, 
That Tve taſted each bliſs that the happieſt knor,r, 
Has ſtill been the whimſical fate of my life, 

Where anguiſh and joy have been ever at ſtrife. 

But, tho? vers'd in th* extremes both of pleaſure and pain, 
Pm {till but too ready to try them again; 

If then, for this once in my life, I am free 

And eſcape from a ſnare that takes wiſer than me, 

"Tis that Beauty, alone, but imperfectly charms ; 

For tho” brightneſs may dazzle— tis kindneſs that warms ! 
As on ſuns in the winter, with pleaſure, we gaze; 
But feel not their warmth, tho” their ſplendor we praiſe : 
50 Beauty our juſt admiration may claim, 

But 'tis Love—and Love, only, the heart can inflame.. 


(6 10 +] 


O HOW could I venture to love one like thee? 
Or you not contemn a poor Conqueſt like me ! 
On Titles and Ribbands you look with diſdain, 
And tho' I am nothing—you feel for my pain. 


Lou ſaid, when they teaz'd you with nonſenſe and dreſs, 
When real the paſſion—the vanity's leſs ;— 

You ſaw thro' my filence which others deſpiſe, 

And while Peers were trifling, read love in my eyes. 


In vain wou'd I praiſe you, or ſtrive to reveal, 
Too nice for expreſſion, what only we feel; 
In all that you do—in each look, in each mien, 
The Graces in waiting, adorn you, unſeen. 


L:2 


( 164 ) 


When I ſee you, I love you—and, hearing, adore — 

I wonder, and think you a woman no more; 
Till mad with admiring, I cannot contain, 
And kiſſing thoſe lips—you grow woman again. 


With thee in my boſom, how can I deſpair ? 
Pl gaze on thy beauty,—and look away care; 
Pl aſk thy advice, when with trouble oppreſs'd, 
Which never diſpleaſes, yet always is beſt. 


In all that I write, I'll thy judgment require, 

Thy taſte ſhall correct, what thy love did inſpire 
Pl kiſs thee, and preſs thee, till youth is no more, 
And live on thy friendſhip, when paſſion is o'er. 


( 165. ). 


CELL o SOLITUDE. 


A FRAGMENT. 


Dim, as the fleeting viſions of the night, 
A dark tow'r tott'ring clos'd th' extended view; 
While round its ſpires, illum'd with feeble light, 
The flitting bat and boding raven flew. 


Rent was the hanging arch, the domes o'erthrown; 
Nor tread was heard along the deſert pile, 

Save when the troubled ghoſt, with hollow moan, 
Strode ſlowly o'er the long reſounding aiſle. 


One only CELL withſtood the waſte of Time ; 
"Twas where a turret rear'd its moſs-clad brow ; 
Gloomy it ſtood, in fading pomp ſublime, 
And ſhew'd the mould'ring wrecks that frown'd below. 
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Here, on her hand her drooping head reclin'd, 
Wrapt in deep muſing, fat the lonely Pow'r ; 

Penſive ſhe fat, and heard the howling wind 
Die faintly murm'ring round her ivy'd bow'r. 


In graceful ringlets fell her amber hair; . 

Black as the raven's plumes her mantle flowd; 
No Cupids, round her, fann'd the ſullen air. 

Nor feſtive Echo chear'd her lone abbde. 


But the wild harp, that to the blaſt complains, 
Sooth'd, with melodious plaint, her raptur'd ear; 

Deep, ſolemn, awful roll'd the varying ſtrains, 
Such ſtrains as Seraphs do with tranſport hear. 
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PERFORMED AT _MARLAY, THE SEAT or THE 


Rr. Hox. DAVID LATOUCHE, 
WRITTEN AND SPOKEN 
Br SAMUEL WHYTE, Ex. 


IN ſtrict obſervance of Theatric laws, 

We ſhould, imprimis, plead the Author's cauſe; 
Happy, at leaſt in this, a brighter name 

Than Milton's ſhines not in the rolls of fame; 
Th' intrinſic ſterling of whoſe deathleſs lays 
Strikes cenſure dumb and ſuperſedes all praiſe : 
Yet, « fall'n on evil tongues and evil day,” 

His Co uus, not exempt, neglected lay, 
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Till genuine taſte, prevailing, found its wortli 
And taught the lyre to call its beauties forth. 
Scorning a barb'rous, dull, fanatic age, 

For after times he penn'd his ſacred page, 
And bade his muſe fit audience find tho' few, 
Prophetic ſurely with this night in view 


O! fora moment, heaven-born Muſe, deſcend ! 
Propitious, now, my ardent pray'r attend; 
As erſt thy Milton's, with celeſtial fire, 
My mind irradiate and my voice inſpire ; 
So, as its brighter glories well demand , 
MaxLAx with LuDLow might immortal ſtand. 
Yet here tho' Naiads, Fawns, and Dryads vie, 
And art and nature court the curious eye, 
Could thoſe the tooth of wrinkled care deride, 
If conſcious worth did not within reſide ? 
The grand Elixir that, the potent ſpell, 
Why here no Anger, frowns, or ſorrows dwell. 


Our little Actors have, indeed, their cares, 
For ſure to night an arduous taſk is theirs, 
With wiſh'd ſucceſs, to grace their glorious cauſe, 
And, by due ſteps, to merit your applauſe ; + 
Then, leſt their tender age might ſuffer harm, 
_ Your's be the part each anxious fear to charm — 
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Hence ! captious pedants !—envious raillers, hence ! 
Nor dare prophane the ſhrine of innocence ; 

Nor let hypocriſy's inſidious leer, 

With falſe preſentments, ſhed blear influence here, 
To nip our early buds and check the promis'd year 


When MaR1any, diſpatch'd of ſovereign Jove, 
Performs her high commiſſion from above, 
Whate'er flight imperfections may appear, 

Pure nature ſpeaks and marks the mind ſincere ; 
And, if I rightly of your feelings gueſs, 

Tho' the Two BroTHERs be but males in dreſs, 
Such forms in fancy's eye, as Poets ſay, 

Trip o' er the clouds and in the rainbow play, 
Eſpouſing ſentiments ſo much their own 

For all defects will eaſily atone. 

Our dear EL124's ſuit we next might plead, 

But who can equal to herſelf ſucceed ? 

With ſimple elegance ſhe melts the heart, 

And in the Lap x paints her own deſert. 


5s Miſs M. Latouche. 
11 Miſs Em, Latouche, and Miſs Har. Latouche. 


1% Counteſs of Laneſborough, who performed the Lavr. 
2 
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O may ſhe ſtill, as now, her boſom keep 
Pure as the ſmiling thoughts of babes aſleep ! 
Virtuous herſelf, may ſhe be Virtue's friend, 
And all good angels on her ſteps attend 


As for our fairy BAcchANALIAN troop, 
(In character promiſcuouſly they groupe) 
Careleſs and free, they'll top their ſeveral parts, 
And aſł no advocate to gain your hearts— 
Norlet my hopes your wonted goodneſs fail 
But while you judge let candour hold the ſcale. 


»The younger Mr. and Miſs Latouches, Miſs Whyte, Miß 
Dunn, &c. &c. 
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EPIILOGVUE 
TO THE SAME. 
SPOKEN BY THE 
Rr. Hon, The COUNTESS ox LANESBOROUGH, 
WHO PERFORMED THE LADY, 


AND WRITTEN 


By Tuz Rr. How, HENRY GRAT TAN. 


Hisr ! hiſt !—TI hear a Dame of faſhion ſay, 
« Lord ! how abſurd the Heroine of this Play ! 
A God of rank and ſtation was ſo good 
« To take a Lady from a hideous wood, — 
% Brought her to all the pleaſures of his Court, 
« Of Love and men and muſic the reſort; 
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« Bid mirth and tranſport wait on her command ; 

C Gave her a ball and offer'd her his hand; 

* And ſhe, quite country, obſtinate and muliſh, 

« Extremely fine, perhaps, but vaſtly fooliſh, 

« Wou'd neither ſpeak, nor laugh, nor dance, nor ſing, 


Nor condeſcend, nor wed, nor any thing 


« Now, put a modern lady in her ſtead, 
More frail, you'll ſay, but, ſurely, better bred ; 
« Civil, ſoothing, ſmiling, courteous, ſhe F 
« Had found ſome means to pleaſe his majeſty ! 
cc And, gentle and ambitious, by his ſide, 
« Had reign'd his charming and immortal bride. 
c Or, had the ſubtle Necromancer play'd 
« His charms transforming gainſt the tender maid, 
c She, form'd to pleaſe, but capable to vex, 
« Had found ſome means his magic to perplex; 
« And, by thoſe arts poor women have at hand, 
« Made him a monſter ſtraight—for all his wand ! 
« Beſides, this virtuous maid, with all her pride, 
« If we examine, was not fairly try'd : 
The ſon of Circe knew not how to move her, 
« Poor CoMus, though enchanting, was no Lover 
Co uus who thought a Lady's heart to gain, 
C Could he with wine poſſeſs her tender brain; 
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« But many women, who the world refine, 

« Have thought of men who never taſted wine: 

cc In all affairs of Love and tender paſſion, 

« Beſt leave good Angels to their inclination. 

« For England's daughters, fond of liberty, 4 
&« Reſiſt compulſion, but are kind, when tree ; 

« And, if provok'd, with more than manly rage, 

« Will fight for Virtue as a privilege ! 

« But why chuſe Comus ?—Comvus wont go down— 
« Milton, good creature] never knew the town. 
« Better a ſentimental comedy; 

C That leads the ſoul conſcientiouſly aſtray |! 

© Whereabout good fond rakes are always ranting, 
« And fond, frail women fo divinely canting ! 
And ſweet, fad dialogue, with feeling nice, 


&« Gives flavour and variety to vice!“ 


So will a modern Dame of faſhion ſay, 
And rail at us, our morals, and our play ; 
But, gentle Ladies, you'll, I'm ſure, approve 
Your ſex's triumph over guilty Love; 
Nor will our ſports of gaiety alarm you; — 
Theſe little Bacchanals will never harm you; 
Nor Comus' wreathed ſmiles ;z and you'll admire, 
Once more, true Engliſh force and genuine fire; 


6174) 


Milton's chaſte majeſty, —Arne's airy ſong, 
The light note tripping on allegro's tongue; 
While the {ſweet flowing of the pureſt breaſt, 
Like Milton tuneful,—veſtal as his taſte, 

Calls muſic from her cell and warbles high 

The rapturous ſoul of ſong and fov'reign extacy. 


3 Mrs. Latouche ſung the Song of SWEET Ecuo, which was echoed 
by Mrs. Dunn. 
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By Fee B##**###*##*, Faq. 


Pax ENT of health, ſoft Empreſs of the night ! 
Whoſe leaden ſceptre and whoſe filent ſway, 
From ſetting Even to the dawning light, 
Millions of vaſſal ſubjects ſtill obey ! 


Why ſhun th' Afflicted? Why ſad Pain forſake ? 
Why cannot down and goſsamer have charms ? 

Can pallets rough, which rougher boors partake, 

More, woo thy preſence to their grimy arms ? 


„ 


Stretch'd on his thorny couch, gaunt Anguiſh hes— 
Reſtleſs—for hectic ſlumbers bring no reſt ; 
From his embrace, coy SLEEP, obdurate, flies 
And leaves a tearful pillow to be preſt. 


Rock'd on the foaming billows of the deep, 
The “ ſurge-laſh'd” Mariner, on topmaſt high, 
Yields to thy potent preflure, balmy SLEEP! 
Nor dreams that death and danger are ſo nigh. 


The wretch condemn'd, whom galling fetters bind, 
Who, fev'riſh, counts the moments till his doom, 
In thee, tho' hopeleſs, ſtill his mis'ries find 
A ſhort oblivion, *midſt his dungeon's gloom. 


Ev'n, famiſh'd Want, by dire compulſion, led 
To loathſome charnels and the dreary vault, 
Finds that repoſe, tho? rank'd amongſt the dead, 
Which Affluence, Pomp and Grandeur vainly ſought. 


In vain, for thee, thou fallen, wayward Pow'r ! 
The rich libation and ſoft mutick's ſong 

Wrap the witch'd ſenſes, when at midnight hour, 
The Senſual, ſated, would their mirth prolong, 
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Sad, ſolitary hours they, frequent, prove, 
' Whoſe minds enfeebled ſeek a deſp'rate cure, 
In revels, tumult, and licentious Love— 


Falſe, ſiren joys that vanquiſh—though allure. 


When neither wine, nor opiate, can ſupply 
That wiſh'd oblivion Guilt can never find; 
Nor will thy gentle preſſure cloſe his eye, 
Or drown in Lethe his impriſon'd mind ;— 


Chain'd down by luxury, by crimes and care, 

It, ſtruggling, pants and, vainly, hopes to gain, 
That calm ſerenity unmix'd with fear; 

That peaceful pleaſure unally'd to pain. 


Fell'd by thy potent arm and, now, at reſt, 
His ſtrength relax'd,” ſupine the Woodman falls, 

Weigh'd down by toil, by heavy 8LEEY oppreſt, 
And happy yet, his rural ballad bawls. 


Sweet the repoſe which Induſtry affords ; 
Sweet to the hungry Nature's plain repaſt ; 
Sweeter than that ſupply'd from miſer'd hoards— 
Sweeter than dainties on which Pomp muſt faſt ! 
Aa 
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Oh ! come, Simplicity, in ruſſet dreſt, 
Come, o'er my frame exert thy gentle ſway ; 
Fly to my arms and to my heart be preſt— 
Inſpire with all I think, with all I ſay: 


Wrap'd in her ſable veſt, ſhall SLEEy attend 
And all her fairy dreams thy ſenſes charm ; 

Still guardian, ſtrew thy couch, thy cares unbend 
Around thee hover and light Fancy warm! 
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3 . 


WRITTEN IN THE BLANK LEAF OF 


A BOOK or COTILLONS, 


AND PRESENTED TO A LADY. 


By THE SAME. 


SINCE cc trifles make the ſum of human things,” 
Accept the trifle which this Preſent brings ; 
Within is lodg'd a ſpell of wond'rous pow'r, 
The produce hard of many a lab'ring hour: 
Nurs'd in the fruitful chambers of the brain, 
And brought to light when Lu x a holds her reign ; 
For then tis ſaid,—at that ſtill ſolemn hour, 
That Taliſmans imbibe their final powr; 
Then 'tis that Witchcraft ſtrives with furious haſte, 
Then : tis that Hecate celebrates her feaſt z 
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Then the pale miniſters of danger ſtalk ; 

Then the fell, midnight tempters, filent, walk ; 

Then Beauty ſhould beware of ſoothing arts ; 

Then ſhould frail Nymphs guard well their yielding 
hearts : 

For, finiſh'd, then, the bus'neſs of the day, 

Comes the light dance, the maſquerade, or play ; 

When the gay heart, with expectation fraught, 

Thinks “charming pleaſure” ne'er too dearly bought ; 

What youthful ear can then be deaf to ſighs !|— 

What heart not feel the language of the eyes 


Around that Maid a thouſand dangers move, 
Whoſe bofom beats with Sympathy and Love ! 
Thoſe to repel from ſuch ſmooth ſnares protect, 
To fave ſome errors and miſtakes correct, — 
This charm has pow'r—beſides, twill give new grace, 
Remove dejection—aniunate the face. 

In no ſtiff formal garb antiquely clad, 

A foe to mirth—for ever ſtern and fad, 

Sweet are its leſſons always rund to joy, 
Vtter'd in harmony—a rattling toy, 

Which Wiſdom, by inſtruction, to amuſe 
And pleas'd t' encourage rather than accuſe, 
Gives its light pupil, leſt the froward child, 
Should ſcorn, as rigid, precepts that were mild, 
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This ſpell your guardian ſpirit kindly wrought, 
And toiling, nightly, to perfection brought; 
From each aerial ſpright ſome philtre drew, 
And gain'd the boon—becauſe 'twas mean't for you. 
But how preſent the gift—convey the charm, 
And keep the throbbing boſom from alarm, 
Was now the taſk ;— The Muſes all you lov'd, 
The Graces too—but Dancing ſtood approv'd. 


Straight to CoT1LLoON then ſhe, inſtant, hies, 
And begs he'll be the guardian of the prize. 
For ev'n o'er dance a fairy elf prefides, 
And in a ſpangled ſhoe-knot oft reſides z 
To guard from ſtep awry, or ſprain or lip, 
And bear up beauty ſhould ſhe chance to trip. 
Light as thrice driven down, the airy Spright, 
Too thin and ſubtle for weak mortal ſight, 
Perch'd on reflected ſun-beams oft he rides, 
Or, floating, fails on muſic's ſwelling tides. 
Muſic ! whoſe undulating wave ſtill bears, 
The ſoft impreſſions to our raviſh'd ears; 
Hurry'd on ſound, Love's fleeteſt Couriers fly ;— 
"Tis only Counterfeits that charm the eye. 
Hence from miſtake thoſe num'rous ills ariſe, 
That wound alike the filly and the wiſe, 
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Hence affectation and the frequent leer, 

Hence the loud laugh and well diſſembled tear 

Cheat for a while — till by experience taught,— 
Experience woeful, and too dearly bought. 

We find the eye deceives—the ear's the porch, 
Through which Love enters to new-light his torch 5— 
His torch which, lighted by weak paſlion's blaze, 
Glimmers awhile—'till, ſhorn of all its rays, ' 

The meteor ſinks—and then, too late, we find, 

The only laſting flame lives in the mind. 


Warn'd by thoſe precepts, ſhun the Fopling's glance, 
Nor take, for Partner, Folly, in Life's Dance ; 
Obſerve due meaſure and the time well mark, 

Nor fall a victim to ſome dazzling ſpark ; 

And when you give your hand the balance take, 
Between the artful Hypocrite and Rake, 
Adorn'd by Virtue—clad with native grace, 
Your own mild merits, muſt procure a place. 
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VT 


A P O E M. 
WRITTEN AT BATH. 


By THE SAME. 


F ASHION, whoſe deſpot law the broad earth rules 
FasHloN ! the vain idolatry of fools 

Whoſe tyrant yoke and tributary ſway, 

Holds ſtill in chains, the fickle and the gay 

Here, rears her Temple,—tolerant to all,— 

And thronging proſelytes obey her call: 

Here, frantic Bacchants noiſy revels keep, 

And Virtue, Honour, Modeſty muſt weep 3 

Here, Play's High-prieſteſs, o'er the reſt ſupreme, 
Inflames her vot'ries and directs the game; 
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Loud mad'ning rage, —deſpair and hope by turns, 
Now chills with dread, - with furious heat now burns; 
The gentle Graces - ſoft endearing Charms, 
Fly with aftright, and ſhun ſuch wild alarms ; 
The Mother's care, the Wife's aſſiduous love, 
To her allurements, ready victims prove 
Man againſt Man, impell'd by barb'rous ſtrife, 
At one raſh hazard, ventures fame and life : 
Reaſon's pre-eminence—her rights forgot— 
All undiſtinguiſh'd fall, in one dire lot 
Nature's cloſe tie—dependent— kindred—friend, 
Deſpis'd—negleted, muſt to FasH1oN bend. 


Honour's the call a proſtituted name !— 
When men abuſe it, in purſuit of gain: 
Honour ! the darling theme of ev'ry age,. — 

Now the wild war, of fierceneſs, pride and rage 
Honour ! a title for the juſt and good — 

Now an excuſe for ſhedding brother's blood ! 

And ſhall that ſacred law, the poor's defence, 

By ſubtle reas'ning, do away offence ? 

Shall its corrupt expounders, with a nod, 
Condemn to death, the gracious work of God? 
Reject, with ſcorn, that life his mercy gave, 

And, impious, dare to puniſh—or to fave ? 

Yet ſuch the law !—Society ordains, 

« Better ſeek death than drag opprobrious chains.“ 
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The World's reproach few minds, unmov'd, can bear, 
For that can vanquiſh, even abject Fear. | 

See the ſad victim, dupe to ſome bold rake, 
Immortal hopes forego for Honour's ſake ; 

Perhaps a mother mourns—perhaps a wife, 

An helpleſs offspring too, look up for life. 

The Parent Oak, whoſe bounteous arms were ſpread 
To ſhield its fuckers—wither'd, droops its head; 
Thoſe branching honours which repell'd the blaſt, 
Up-rooted by the ſtorm, to earth now caſt, 

Afford, no more, protection to its ſhoots, — 

The tempeſt tears them from their foſt' ring roots. 
Then let the pitying heart, that feeling knows, 
Sighing, reflect, and ſoften others, woes, 

Nor driv'n by paſſions rage, in wrath, deface 

The ſhrine, perhaps, of ev'ry worth and grace. 


Here too, enthron'd, of free majeſtic port, 
Intrigue's-gay Goddeſs holds her midnight Court, 
SeduCtive arts debaſe the manly ſoul, 

And liſtleſs days, on ſleepleſs nights, flow, roll. 

Enervate languor cloys the female breaſt, 

And Reafon totters, robb'd of half her reſt. 
Bb 
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Corroding Care, with all its train of ills, 

Has baniſh'd peace, and all her boſom fills; 
No more Content, no more mild Prudence charms, 
Her throbbing ſenſes feel confus'd alarms; 
Domeſtic cares and fond concerns forgot, 

The Wife's a gambler, and her Lord's a ſot: 
The gentle Maid, whoſe weak, believing, years 
Demand attention,—loſes all her fears, 

Abroad ſhe roams, her brow aſſumes a frown, 
And all her judgment's in a cap or gown 
 Undaunted, courts debauchery and vice, 

And calls her prudent couſin « too preciſe,” 


Such FasnioN's precepts—ſuch the joys they boaſt, 
Whoſe whole ambition's to become „a Toaſt ;” 
Who, eager, ſtrive in wild caprice and whim, 
And think © t'indulge a weakneſs is no ſin.” 
O! may Jove's Virgin Daughter,* once again, 
Deſcend from Heav'n t' inſtruct the ſons of men. 
May ſhe renew her precepts here below 
And teach to mitigate each other's woc; 
Then ſhall no hapleſs ſiſter, ſorrowing, mourn 
Her loſs of virtue, o'er a Brother's urn, 


* Aſtrza, 
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Whoſe wounded Pride, to FasH1oNn's law a ſlave, 
Sought to conceal diſhonour in the grave; 
Then ſhall the bigot Prejudice retire, — 

A moral Son ſucceed a virtuous Sire ; 

Then ſhall fair Albion's Daughters be a boaſt, 
And Britain's Sons the pride of ev'ry coaft. 
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AN 


E L E G þ 


I have ſeen all the works that are done under the 
fun, end behold all is vanity and vexation of ſpirit. 
| SOLOMON. 


Now, while from Li ER's meridian heights I gaze, 
Thoſe tow'ring heights with ardent manhood crown'd, 
Why nods the cypreſs o'er my youthful days ? | 
Why yields the Muſc's lyre a mournful found ?— 


Tis not that ſocial joys, no longer, pour 

Their healing influence o'er my penſive breaſt; 
That friends avoid me, in the trying hour, 

Or that ambition breaks my nightly reſt. 
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But who, beneath the far- extended ſky, 
From Nature's hand, the privilege has known, 
Thro' human LIFE to breathe and not to figh,— 


Allow me, then, my melancholy moan. 


Think not that, only, conſcious Guilt appears, 

In weeds of woe, with aſpect ſad and ſtay'd, 
The ſtole of ſorrow ſacred wiſdom wears, 
Conſcious how ſoon Lire's gayeſt veſtments fade. 


Short is the date of every bliſs that blows, 
Beneath the cheerful azure of the ſky ; 
Scarce on the thorn we view the op'ning roſe, 
Eer at our feet, its tranſient glories die 


Alas ! Thro' LIE, what ſorrows croſs our way 
How oft our breaſt, with keen emotions, move ! 
How oft our painful lot, if long we ſtay, 
To look into the graves of thoſe we love 


Ah ! what is Lire—a fleeting, faithleſs thing 
And what the pleaſures we ſo much adore ! 

We part, light-hearted, from the ſocial ring, 
Perhaps, to ſee each other's face no more 
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But ſhould long years benignant Bounty give, 
Nor diſappointments mingle their alloy; 

Yet, few the hours we may be ſaid to live! 
Ah! few the moments of unclouded joy! | 


Ev'n though our morn, with peaceful ſplendor, glows, 


And pleaſure's guilded beam illumes our way, 
The faireſt ſun muſt ſet and ev'ning cloſe.— 
Ev'n human Lite is but a longer day 


Oft, from the maze, where not a joy is found, 
To Childhood's fimple ſcenes, does mem'ry fly, 
And wanders many a long-departed round, 
And rears the little mimick-manſion high. 


Oh ! happy times! &er yet corroding care, 
Or ſtubborn knowledge with the mind begun 
To what ſhall I theſe pure delights compare ?— 
To the mild glories of the morning Sun 


Oh!] happy race,—yet even you complain, 
And fancy hard a Parent's mild commands; 

Soon ſhall your boſoms feel ſuperior pain !— 
Soon muſt you languiſh in ſeverer bands 
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Turn yonder, and the Lover's lot ſurvey, 
His wonted peace, by tender cares, betray d 

He dwells, impatient, all the live- long day, 
On the ſoft image of his beauteous maid ; 


If cold diſdain his hapleſs paſſion prove, 
He ſits ſupine in folitude and woe— 
Perhaps, if favour'd by a mutual love, 
He hopes for more than human pow'rs beſtow. 


Ah! hope, thou bane and blifs of ev'ry hour 
What lovely hues thy flatt'ring ſcenes employ ! 
But oh ! the ſmiling proſpect in our pow'r, 
How fade the vitionary ſcenes of joy 


Ev'n now, when chearleſs winter clouds the ſky, 
We long to ſee the green alcove aſpire, 

ce Beneath the green alcove, how dear,” we cry, 
« The long, dark ev'ning, and the winter-fire !” 


In winter's angry blaſt, from mountains hoar, 
And ſummer's dazzling flame, that ſtrikes us blind, 

Scarce more extremes our tender forms deplore, 
Than in the changeful ſeaſons of the mind. 
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Through the ſame breaſt, what various feelings ſtray 
Sweet thrilling joy and agony ſevere | 

Now, fir'd by hope—now, chill'd by cold diſmay, 
By paſſion toſs'd, or calm'd by reaſon clear 


Yet, ſtill, the mighty maſs of thoughts we feel, 
Acroſs our minds, in ſwift ſucceſſion, fly, 

Are light and trackleſs—as the miſts that ſteal 
O' er the ſoft azure of the morning ſky |! 


As journeying onward, thro' the waſte of days, 
Some flatt' ring object calls our cares aſide ; 
Some little mound of {kill we wiſh to raiſe ; 
Some mountain climb, or paſs ſome dang'rous tide. 


What various forms the fair illuſions wear, 
That prompt our labours with a diſtant ſmile | 
This pants, his courſe, thro? fields of death, to bear; 
That adds, of gold, another radiant pile. 


This marks the ſpot, where gladſome Nature plays, 
And decks the genius of his flow'ry ſoil ; 

While, ſtudious, that, a letter'd fame to raiſe, 
Impairs his bloom beſide the midnight oil. 
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This dauntleſs youth, with public aclüons fir'd, 
Rears his bold front amid the preſſing throng ; 
While that, in woody ſolitudes retir'd, 
Gives to the wand'ring brook his lonely ſong. 


Sure, happier he ! that, calm and quiet, moves 
The plain path-way of rural life along ; 

He toils, he reſts, he fees the friends he loves, 
And fleeps, at laſt, his kindred bones among | 


Vain, very vain ! the ſwelling blaſt of praiſe, 
Acquir'd in ſenates, or the tented field 

Vain, very vain! the public's eager gaze, 
And vain the joys that hoarded riches yield ! 


And vain, on earth, to laviſh all our care ! 
Our ſons may cenſure what we now think dear, 
May ſpurn the manſion we accounted fair 


And our lov'd groves, with ruthleſs fingers, tear ! 


Vain is the ſong ! tho? ſweet the numbers flow; — 
Ah ! vain the favours of the warbling Nine !— 
How is the tuneful breaſt allied to woe 
How oft the ſons of melody repine ! 
| Cc 
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Yet, friendly Muſe, I ſtill muſt bear thee kind, 
Since thy ſweet voice, among my humble bow'rs, 

Has oft, thro youth, reliev'd my penſive mind, 
And gently ſooth'd my ſolitary hours. 


But where for comfort ſhall my ſoul apply ?— 
When time, with threads of filver weaves my hair ? 
When manhood's gladfome train my weak ſteps fly, 
What ſtaff ſhall bear me, bent with age and care? 


Shall hope, companion of my early hours ! 
Play on before me, *till I reach the grave ?— 
Shall my fond wiſhes weaken with my pow'rs, 
And Age her bells, like tickliſh Childhood, have ? 


Lit ſeems a journey, o'er a miſty plain, 
Where all before is cover'd from our eye; 

Death, like a robber, iſſues forth, amain, 
And his dread blow we have no pow'r to fly. 


Of this frail Being dare we then be proud ? 
Three paces more—and forrows may aflail ; 
Hot Fever lurks behind the ſummer cloud, ; - th 
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And ſtifling Aſthma loads the frozen gale. 
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Malignant evils haunt the flowing bowl, 

And joys warm ſun-beams point to clouds of woe, 
Ev'n Anguiſh finds the innocent of ſoul, 

And ſoft-ey'd Virtue weeps her turn below 


When, loſt to truth, the daring wand'rer goes, 
Thro' the wild waſte of changeable deſires, 

On ev'ry buſh tho? fragrant blooms the roſe, 
Pierc'd by a thouſand wounds, his peace expires ! 


How oft does Fear, pale propheteſs, deform ! 
Theſe Halcyon ſweets the milder ſeaſons give; 
With ſinking heart, we hear th' approaching ſtorm ;— 
Yet ev'n amidſt the blackeſt ſtorm we live. 


Ah! woeſome lot—amid her ſwift career, | | 
Does fleeting LIFE no ſolid comfort know ?— | 

Since earth's wide plains know not a joy ſincere, 
Where ſhall our wand'ring hopes for ſuccour go ? 


Lo! riſing from the troubles of our ſtate, 
On pleaſure's grave, a beck'ning Saviour ſtands, 
He points divine Compaſlion's open gate, 
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Yes, Twov, that broke the bars of darkneſs, aid! 
We ſhall a more than Paradiſe obtain, — 
A bliſsful ſtate, where Evil can't invade, 
Nor Tempter's breath the hallow'd air profane. 


Sick of all earth's delights, without thy fear, 
My weary ſoul oft murmurs to be free,. — 

By every tempting coaſt my paſſage ſiseerr 

From every faithleſs joy I follow thee, | 
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ON BREAKING 
A CHINA QUAR T. 


BELONGING TO THE BUTTERY OF LINCOLN COLLEGE, OXFORD. 


Whurnztr the cruel hand of Death, 
Untimely, ſtops a fav'rite's breath, 
Muſes, in plaintive numbers, tell 
How lov'd he liv'd, how mourn'd he fell ! 
Catullus wail'd his Sparrow's fate, 
And Gray immortaliz'd his Cat ! 
Thrice tuneful Bards ! could I but chime ſo clever, 
My QUART, my honeſt Qu Ax r, ſhould live for ever 
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How weak is all a mortal's pow'r, 

T' avert the death-devoted hour 

Nor can a ſhape, or beauty, ſave 

From the ſure conqueſt of the grave! 

In vain the Butler's choiceſt care, 

The Maſter's with, the Burſar's pray'r ! 
For, when Life's lengthen'd to its longeſt ſpan, 


China itſelf muſt fall—as well as man, 


Can I forget how oft my QUarT 

Has ſooth'd my cares and warm'd my heart ?— 
When barley lent its balmly aid 

And all its liquid charms difplay'd; 

When orange and the nut-brown toaſt 

Swam mantling round the ſpicy coaſt 

The pleaſing depth I view'd, with ſparkling eyes, 
Nor envy'd Jove the nectar of the ſkies, 
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The Side-board, on that fatal day, 
When you, in glittering ruins, lay, 
Mourn'd at thy loſs !—in guggling tone, 
Decanters poured out their moan | 
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A dimneſs hung on evry glaſs— 

Joe wonder'd what the matter was : 

Corks, ſelf- extracted, free'd the frantic beer! 
And ſympathizing tankards dropt a tear ! 


Where are the flow'ry wreaths that bound, 

In roſy rings, thy chaplets round ! 

be azure ſtars, whoſe glitt'ring rays 

Promis'd a happier length of days 

The trees that on thy border grew, 

And bloſſom'd, with eternal blue 

Trees, ſtars, and flow'rs are ſcatter'd on the floor, — 
And all thy brittle beauties are no more ! 


Had'ſt thou been form'd of coarſer earth, 
Had Nottingham but giv'n thee birth ; 

Or, had thy variegated fide, 

With Stafford's fable hue, been dy'd ; 

Thy ſtately fabric had been ſound, 

Thoꝰ tables tunibled on the ground !— 

The fineſt mould the fooneſt will decay; 

Hear this ye Fair, for you yourſelves are clay ! 
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By Mas. BARBAUL D. 


WHEN frſt, upon your tender check, 
I ſaw the morn of beauty break, 
With mild and chearing beam, 
I bow'd before your infant ſhrine, 
The earlieſt ſighs you had were mine, 
And you my darling theme. 


I ſaw you, in that op'ning morn, 
For Beauty's boundleſs empire born, 
And firſt confeſs d your ſway ; 
And ere your thoughts, devoid of art, 
Could learn the value of a heart, 
I gave my heart away. 
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I watch'd the dawn of ev'ry grace, 
And gaz'd upon that angel face, 
While yet 'twas ſafe to gaze; 
And fondly bleſt each riſing charm, 
Nor thought ſuch innocence could harm 
The peace of future days. 


But now, deſpotic, o'er the plains 
The awful noon of beauty reigns, 
And kneeling crowds adore ; 
Theſe charms ariſe too fiercely bright, 
Danger and death attend the fight, 
And Imuſt hope no more. K 


Thus, to the riſing God of day, 
Their early vows the Perſians pay, 
And bleſs the ſpreading fire; 
Whoſe glowing chariot, mounting ſoon, 
Pours on their heads the burning noon, 
They ficken and expire. 
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FROM 


ORMISINDA To ALONZO. 


ARGUMENT. 


Oxm151xDa, daughter of Pelagio, King of Aſturia, privately married 
ALoNzZo, a young nobleman, who, for ſome groundleſs jealouſy, de. 
ſerted her and retired to Perſia, After eighteen years abſence, the 
Moors having invaded her father's kingdom and defeated his army, the 
hope of the whole nation being placed in the valour of ALoxzo, meſ- 
ſengers were ſent to invite him to return and oppoſe the Moors; upon 
which ſhe writes this Epiſtle. | 8 2 


Wirn ſtreaming eyes, ſad OR MIS IN DA writes 
And, to ALonzo, theſe laſt lines indites ; 

Ah ! read them o'er and pity her diſtreſs ! 

How deep it is his noble heart, may gueſs. 

To her long ſuff rings thy compaſſion lend 

And, to her plaints, a feeling anſwer ſend ; 
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Do not reject the ſorrowful requeſt 
Of one, by dangers and diſmay, oppreſt; 

Can Miſery prefer its ſuit in vain ? 
| And can Calamity, unheard, complain ? 
What faithleſs tongue's inſinuating guile 
Could, in thine ear, my guiltleſs name revile ? 
Some wretch—-whoſe ſubtle and bewitching charm 
Wiſh'd to ſeduce thee into cureleſs harm 
As the Hyzna ſhrieks of ſorrow feigns, 
And, to her den, allures the pitying ſwains ! 
Sure ſome ſuch artful voice has been believ'd, 
Or why that farewell from your penreceiv'd ?— 
« You never more ſhall ſee ALonzo's face; 
«© The cauſe you know, foul pattern of diſgrace !” 
Indeed, my lord, unjuſtly Pm accus'd, 
And my white fame's moſt wrongfully abus'd. 
If I have Cer tranſgreſs'd the righteous laws, 
My love's exceſs was that tranſgreſſion's cauſe ; 
Which, fondly, gave thee up my heart and hand, 
In diſobedience to my Sire's command 
Ah ! when you gain'd them, why did you forſake 
That tender heart and leave it, thus, to break ! 
O! would you know the painful life I live, 
A pardon, then, tho' I had err'd, you'd give. 
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For eighteen years, the captive of Deſpair, 
Tve borne the chains of agonizing Care; 
In pangs oppreſſive the whole day is ſpent, 
My ſleepleſs nights in fretful diſcontent, | 
Since that ſad hour when you, for crimes unknown, 
Left me to weep for guilt that's not my own |! 
Since from thy love and thy eſteem I fell, 
What I have ſuffer'd, Heav'n alone can tell. 
My flumb'ring thoughts are full of thy return 
And, for a while, forbear to make me mourn. 
Yet, ere my ſoul is lull'd in ſoft repoſe, 
I wake, afreſh to all my former woes; 
The dear idea eager to retain, 
With weeping eyes, I wiſh to ſleep again; 
Nor thou, nor ſleep, indulge theſe longing eyes, 
Till from my reſtleſs couch, perplext, I riſe 


In my diſtreſs, on thy lov'd name I call, 
And fondly hear it echo'd round the wall ! 
Frantic with grief, I mount the regal tow'rs 
And count, diſconſolate, the tedious hours |! 
My fight deſcribes the wide-extended plain, 

In hopes to ſee thee, but my hopes are vain : 
Each diſtant object, my ſtrain'd eye-balls view, 
Bears ſome ſimilitude, methinks, of yon; 
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My fancy decks thee in ten thouſand forms, 

And, with deluſions, my ſwell'd boſom warms. 
When Reaſon draws Diſtraction's veil aſide, 
Theſe airy phantoms from my proſpect glide : 

So the poor turtle, in the lonely grove, 

Bewails the abſence of her conſtant love; 

Sad fears and melancholy crowd her breaſt, 

For the dear partner of her little neſt ! 

In filent ſorrow, the whole day, ſhe mourns, 
And with each ruſtling breeze thinks he returns 


Oceans of tears, in my fad ſtate, I ſhed, 
And heave with ſighs, . that might awake the dead ! 
The galling ſmart of my vexatious woes 
Nor end, nor cafe, nor intermiſſion knows 
Thro' the lone paths and ſhady grots I ſtray, 
Till Ev'ning twilight veils the face of day; 
Reluctant, then, I leave the fav'rite ſcene— - 
The bare remembrancer of what Pve been 
My life is like a flender bark at ſea, 
Which, weighing anchor, chearful fails away; 
With eaſy pace, the veſſel ſeems to creep 
Along the placid ſurface of the deep; 


The failors ſongs, in joyous concert, riſe, 


'The ocean calm and clear, ſerene the ſkies, 
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Till, from the clouds, the raging tempeſts roar 

And drive the billows foaming to the ſhore ;— 

Thus my wild thoughts, thro? floods of tumult toſt, 
Their helm and ſails and maſts and cordage loſt, 
Faintly, reflect on the ſoft gales that blew, 

When, lightly fraught, they fail'd with Love and Tou 


When ſunk in miſery, the World diſdains 
To truſt the truth of our afflicting pains ; 
When Fortune quits us, Credit, with her, flies ; 
Diſtruſt ſucceeds and all belief denies : 
Yet, can the gen'rous ſoul its aid refuſe 
To one whom hard adverſity purſues ?— 
Then let, Oh! let my forrows touch that heart, 
For whoſe dear ſake mine has endur'd ſuch ſmart ! 
Let ſoft compaſſion ſway thy princely mind, 
Nor let rel-atlels reins thy temper bind: 
Who hears, unmov'd, Misfortune's voice complain, 
Tho? he ſhould ſue to heav'n, his ſuits in vain. 


Tho' falfe Eriphyle her huſband ſold, 
Lur'd by the luſtre of Adraſtus' gold ; 
Tho' this ungrateful, this perfidious wife 
Preferr'd a bracelet, to her conſort's life 
Suſpect me not of treachery to thee, 

Nor draw a parallel 'twixt her and me, 
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Oh ! yet relieve me from my deſp'rate ſtate, 
And heal my grievance, ere it be toolate ! 

Ere yonder field with heaps of ſlain be ſpread, 
And all thy race are number'd with the dead !— 


Why will you, then, in foreign regions roam, 
Far from thy child, thy friends, and native home ! 
Whoſe gentle care ſhall ſooth his tender age? 
Or, whoſe ſoft pity, in his cauſe, engage ? 
Whoſe kind indulgence ſhall thy boy defend ? 

Or, to his wants, their gen'rous ſuccour lend ? 
When he, defpis'd, neglected, by his fire, 
Muſt to lone ſhades and ſolitudes retire ; 

His head, unpillow'd by his mother's arm, 
Muſt lie expos'd to hurt and dang'rous harm ! 
Of him bereft, what anguiſh have I borne !— 
A pining wand'rer, joyleſs and forlorn ! 

As the fond bird, conceal'd in ſecret reſt, 

Is rous'd, by ſome rude peaſant, off her neſt ; 
In penſive flight, ſhe flutters thro? the grove, 
With fears diſtracted and maternal love 

Her thoughts {till turn to her domeſtic tree— 
Juſt emblem tet the fate of her and me 
Beaſts of the foreſt and the fowls, that fly, 
Watch o'er their offspring, with a guardian eye ;—. 
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If thee nor crowns, nor my afflictions move, 
Think of thy ſon with tenderneſs and love 


Another Evil, dreadful and ſevere, 
Beſets me, now, and fills my ſoul with fear: 
The Mooriſh chiefs Aſturia's realm invade, 
Which can't be fav'd—but by ALoxzo's aid; 
Their Prince, Mirmallon, with gigantic pride, 
Threatens our hoſt and claims me for his bride — 
Muſt I, to brutal violence, reſign 
The ſacred vows that made me ever thine ?— 
Yet more—much more, alas ! I fain would ſay, 
Would wy weak hand and trembling pen obey. 
My eyes are drown'd in tears, each line I write 
Swims, in dim clouds, before my dizzy fight ! 
Deſpair and horror graſp my fainting heart, 
And Death ſtands o'er me with a quiv'ring dart ! 
Then think, —Oh ! think of what I muſt endure, 
Slave to the inſults of an impious Moor 
And be not deaf to my complaints and cries !— 
Without your aid poor OR MISINDA dies. 
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SACRED TO THE MEMORY OY 


Th E Muſe, whilſt o'er this hallow'd ſtone ſhe bends, 


To mourn the beſt of Fathers and of friends, 
With heaving boſom and with ſtreaming eyes, 
Prefers this fond petition to the ſkies: 
« For ever doubly ſacred be the earth, 
& Which wraps his dear remains who gave me birth ; 
No rude diſturbance may it ever know! 
« Nor, near it, let one bitter thiſtle grow: 
« But may the ſweeteſt flow'rs, that deck the ground, 
In lovely wildneſs, ever bloom around 
% And when, at laſt, Life's trifling Drama's o'er 
& And he who writes theſe lines ſhall be no more, 
« Oh! be his ſpirit with his Father's bleſt, 
« Whilſt, mingled here, their kindred aſhes reſt. 
Ee 
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THE ONLY ROAD TO 


AT N-1.N--E-8: & 


Lara whels fouls Ambleion fires, 

With lofty views, with bold defires, 
Unprejudic'd, attend 

Let ſuch reflect what torturing fears, 

What anxious hopes, what tedious years, 
In thoſe purſuits they ſpend ! 


And if each mind, with candour, views 
The envy'd object it purſues — 
How trivial when poſſeſt 
How vain the hope of laſting joy 
What weak uncertain cares employ, 
The proud aſpiring breaſt ! 
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That mind which burns for ſov'reign ſway, 
To make the trembling World obey 

And bow before its throne ; 
Center'd within the royal mind, 
Inquietudes and cares will find, 

To humbler ſtates unknown. 


The man who ſeeks not wealth, or powr, 
But, anxious, ſpends each thoughtful hour 
To gain reſounding fame; 
When once obtain'd, will find the end, 

To which ſuch arduous wiſhes tend, 
A tranſient empty name 


And he whoſe breaſt, with ardour, glows, 
For ev'ry pleaſure wealth beſtows, 
Will find thoſe pleaſures cloy : 
And, diſappointed, know, too late, 
That often grandeur, pow'r, and ſtate 
The inward peace deſtroy ; 


Whilſt they whom various cares divide ; 
Who, floating in the buſy tide, 
Ambition's ſchemes purſue, 
Will ſee, tho' flatt'ring hopes allure, 
How oft they're wreck'd, when moſt ſecure, 
A wiſh'd for Port in view. 
Ee2 
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Yet ſhould they reach the deſtin'd ſhore, 

To truſt the foaming deep no more, 
And ſhould they land obtain; 

They'll find a defart, barren ſoil, 

Surrounding danger, endleſs toil, 
Encreaſing grief and pain. 


But he who, in an humble ſphere, 
Devoid of envy's torturing care, 
By wiſdom bounds deſire ; 
Who feels content and calm repoſe, 
Within whoſe peaceful boſom glows 
No ſpark of haughty fire 


Whoſe noble heart, which Virtue arms, 

Amid'ſt Temptation's pow'rful charms, 
Its ſpotleſs worth retains ; | 

Whoſe heart, which Pomp cannot allure, 

From ſtricteſt ſenſe of honour, pure, 
Each low-born art diſdains. © 


That man ſhall ſtand in ſtorms unmov'd ; 


By Reaſon, ev'ry act approv'd ; ; 
His lofty, virtuous mind, 

Superior to her frown, ſhall riſe 

And place his hope above the ſkies, 
Should Fortune prove unkind. 
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PART OF THE 


SONGS o SELMA 


ATTEMPTED IN VERSE FROM 


Rryxo. 


Hus n- Dae dhe winds, and paſt the driving ſhowr, 

And calm and filent is the noon-tide hour; 

The looſe, light, clouds are parted in the ſkies ; 

Oer the green hills th' inconſtant ſunſhine flies, 

Red, through the ſtony vale, with rapid tide, | 
The ſtream deſcends, by mountain ſpring ſupply'd ; 

How ſweet, O ſtream, thy murmurs to my ear 

Yet ſweeter far the tuneful voice I hear: 
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"Tis Al ids voice, the maſter of the ſong ! 

He mourns the dead, to him the dead belong ; 
Some heart-felt ſorrow bends his hoary head, 

And fills his fvinuning eye, ſuffus d with red: 
Why try'd, O maſter of the ſong ! thy kill, 
Alone, ſequeſter'd, on the ſilent hill? 

Why like the blaſt that makes the woods complain, 
Or wave that beats the lonely ſhore, thy ſtrain ? | 


AL PIN. 


The tears, O RT NO] which, alone, I ſhed, 

The ſtrains I ſing are ſacred to the dead; 

Tall is thy ſtature, on the mountain bare, — 

On the green plain, beneath, thy form is fair; 

Yet ſoon, Like Morar, ſhalt thou meet thy doom, 
And the dumb mourner fit beſide thy tomb 

The hills no more ſhall hear thy jocund cry, 

And, in thy hall, thy bow, unſtrung, ſhall lie 


Swift wert thou, Morar, as the bounding roc 
As fiery meteors, dreadful to the foe ! 
Like winter's rage was thine, in ſtorms revea['d, 
Thy fword in fight like lightning in the field 
Thy voice, like torrents ſwell'd with haſty rains, 
Or thunder rolling o'er the diſtant plains ! 
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Unnumber'd heroes has thy arm o'erturn'd, — 
In ſmoke they vaniſh'd when thy anger burn'd ! 


Thy brow how peaceful when the war was o'er ! 
Like the firſt ſunſhine, when it rains no more ; 
Calm as the moon amidſt the ſilent ſky, 

Calm as the lake, when huſh'd the tempeſts lie 


How narrow, now, thy dark abode is found |! 
Now, with three ſteps, thy grave I compals round; 


Great as thou wert!] four ſtones, with moſs o'ergrown, 


Thy ſole memorial, leave thee half unknown; 
The lonely tree where ſcarce a leaf we find, 

The long rank graſs that whiſtles in the wind, — 
Theſe, and theſe only, guide the hunter's eye, 
To find where Morar's mould'ring reliques lie ! 
How low is Morar fall'n !—alas !—how low ! 
No tears maternal o'er his aſhes flow 

No tender maid, to whom his heart he gave, 
Sheds love's ſoft ſorrows o'er his humble grave 
Cold are the knees his infant weight that bore, 
And Morglan's lovely daughter is no more 


But who, low bending o'er his ſtaff appears, 
Oppreſs d, at once, with ſorrow and with years ?— 
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A few white hairs are o'er his temples ſpread, 
His ſteps are feeble and his eyes are red ;— 

Thy Sire, O Morar ! is the Sage I ſee, 

Thy Sire,—alas !—the Sire of none but thee ! 
He heard thy martial fame, ſupreme in fight, 

Of daring foes he heard,—diſpers'd in flight; 
Of Morar's fame he heard—why heard he not 
The wound ?—the hero's death was Morar's lot ! 


O! Sire of Morar, till thy ſon deplore, 
Weep on for ever,—but he hears no more 
Deep are the ſlumbers of the filent dead, 

And, low, their pillow in the duſt is ſpread ! 

No more thy voice he hears, with filial joy, 
Thy call no more his ſlumbers can deſtroy ! 
When, in the grave, —ah ! when ſhall morning break ?— 
The chearful morn that bids the ſlumb'rer wake 
Farewell, O!] firſt of men, untaught to yield. 
Unrival'd victor in the hoſtile field 

The hoſtile field thy voice no more alarms, 

Nor the dark foreſt lightens with thy arms ; 

To no fond ſon deſcends thy treafur'd fame, 

Yet ſhall the ſong preſerve thy living name; 
The ſhining record ev'ry age ſhall ſee, 

And Time's laſt, fault'ring, accents tell of thee. 
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T0 


C OME, thou ſoft and ſacred favour, 
I be remembrance chaſte impart ; 
Take thy ſtation on my boſom, 

Lightly lodging near the heart, 


While that tender thing ſhall flutter, 
| Thou the ſecret cauſe ſhalt know ; 
Whether pleaſure or diſaſter, 
Thou wilt ſee what ſtirs it ſo, 
, Ff 
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When the hope of happy tidings, 
Shall the ſweet ſenſations move; 
When the white and winged agents, 


Whiſper friendſhip, whiſper love; 


Then, all ſympathetic, thrilling, 

— Thou the roſy ſtream ſhalt guide; 

While, az runs the ruddy treaſure, 
Thou'rt the Genius of the tide. 


Haply when this heart is ſinking, 
Thou ſhalt ſoothe the rifing ſigh, 
When with woe ſurcharg'd, tis heaving, 
Thou wilt fee the reaſon why. 


Ev'ry curious eye eſcaping, 
Here ſecurely thalt thou reſt ; 
Tho” the univerſe were ſearching, 


Thine the ſecrets of my breaſt. 


Come then, dear and decent favour, 
Learn what thou wilt ne'er impart 
Fix thy throne, and fix it ever, 
On the regions of my heart. 
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Oer thoſe delicate dominions, 
Caſt a Monarch's careful view, 

Render ev'ry ſubject paſſion, 
Worthy me, and worthy you. 


Let not realms ſo rich, ſo tender, 
Suffer rebel weeds, to grow, 

But the flow'rs—ah ! do not cruſh them, 
In ſweet viſion let them blow. 


Gentleſt ſighs ſhall ſerve for breezes, 
Softly aid them, auburn friend ; 

Silent tears, like dews deſcending, 
Shall the lovely growth attend, 


Thou ſhalt watch them night and morning, 
Thou ſhalt ſee the nurſelings riſe : 

Thou, with me, ſhall tremble for them; 
Thou, with me, invoke the ſkies. 


If at length, alas! they wither, 
If they ſicken, if they die, 
In one grave oh, dear companion 
Still emboſom'd will we lie. 
Ff 2 
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TO 


RICHARD SHACKLETON, Fae: 


ON HIS MARRIAGE. 


Br THE Rr. Hon. EDMUND BURKE. 


WII E N hearts are barter'd for leſs precious gold, 
And, like the heart, the venal ſong is ſold, 

Each flame is dull, and but one bare deſire 

Kindles the Bridal torch and Poet's fire; 

The Gods their violated rites forbear, 

The Muſe flies far and Hymen is not there. 


But when true Love binds, in his roſeate bands, 
That rare, but happy, union Hearts and Hands; 
When nought but friendſhip guides the Poet's ſong 
How ſweet the verſe !—the happy love how ſtrong ! 
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Oh! if the Muſe, indulging my deſign, 
Should favour me, as Love has favour'd thine, 
Pd challenge Pan, at peril of my life, 

Tho' his Arcadia were to judge the ſtrife. 


Why don't the voce! groves ring for their joy, 
And lab' ring Echoes all their mouths employ, 
To tell his Bride what ſighs, what plaints they heard 
While yet his growing flame's ſucceſs he fear'd ?— 
And all his plaints o'erpaid with tranſport now, 
Since Love triumphs and he enjoys his vow. 


Silent ye ſtand, — nor will beſtow one lay, 
Of all he taught, to grace this happy day 
Can joy ne'er harbour in your ſullen ſhade ? 
Or, are you but for Lover's ſorrow made ?— 
Pl leave you then, and, from the Bride's bright eye, 
A happier omen take that cannot lye; | 
Of growing time ſtill growing in delight, 
Of rounds of future years, all mark'd with white ! 
Thro' whoſe bright circles, free from envious chance, 
Concord and Love ſhall lead an endleſs dance. 


What is the Monarch's crown, the Shepherd's eaſe, 
The Hero's laurel and the Pocts' bays ? — 
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A load of toilſome life too dull to bear, 

If Heav'n's indulgence did not add the Fair 
Ev'n did our Adam Eden's ſweets deſpiſe, 

All its gay ſcenes could not delight his Eyes ;— 
Woman God gave—and then 'twas Paradiſe. 


Another Eve and Paradiſe are thine— 
May'ſt thou be father of as long a line 
Your heart ſo fix d on her's and her's on you 
As ifthe World afforded but the Two 3 
That, to this age, your conſtancy may prove, 
There yet remains on earth a pow'r call'd Love. 


Theſe to my Friend, in lays not vainly loud, 
The palms unknowing of the giddy croud, 
I ſung ; for theſe demand his ſteady truth, 
And Friendſhip growing, from our earlieſt youth. 
A nobler lay unto his Sire ſhould grow, 
To whoſe kind care my better birth I owe, 
Who to fair Science did my youth entice, 
Won from the paths of Ignorance and Vice. 
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E L E G SK 
ON THE DEATH OF 


THOMAS J. DICKS ON, Es 


LATE OF TRINITY COLLEGE DUBLIN, 


By EZEKIEL SHARKEY, E= 


Is Dicxs0x loſt ? and ſhall the penſive Muſe 
So long, withhold the melancholy debt ? 

So long depreſs'd by ſick'ning grief, refuſe 
The tribute due to his lamented fate ? 


This Poem was honoured with a PRIZE Mopar, by the Hiſtorical 
Society T. C. D. The Author was his intimate friend, and had, by being 
preſent almoſt in his laſt moments, an opportunity of obſerving what he 
has deſcribed in the concluding Stanza's of the Poem, 
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Forbid it, Friendſhip's ſacred pow'r ! nor let 
Oblivion's veil thoſe virtues overſpread, 


Which in each breaſt with ſympathy replete 
Muſt conſecrate the mem'ry of the dead. 


If manners inoffenſive, lib'ral mind, 
A Soul with patriotic ardor fir'd, 
Integrity with learning's pow'rs combin'd 
In death be rev'renc'd, as in life admir'd, 


Dickso to Virtue's high reward has claim, 
A laſting rev'rence to his honour'd duſt 

When droop the glories of the laurePd name 
On monumental pile, or fun'ral buſt. 


A duteous Son, kind Brother, Friend ſincere, 
Each ſocial duty fully he diſcharg'd, 

And whilſt he ſhun'd temptation's gilded ſnare, 
Religion's pureſt flame his ſoul enlarg'd. 


Whilſt others deeply plung'd in Pleaſure's tide, 


Or, proſtrate at Self-intereſt's ſhrine, could fall ; 


More virtuous he, the Siren's charms defy'd, 
And ſcorn'd the lures that venal hearts enthrall. 
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Nor could Ambition captivate his ſoul, 
Or dazzle with her glare his ſteady ſight ; 
Save where fair Science pointed to the goal 
And ſhew'd a Prize * with genuine ſplendor bright, 


Ambition there exerted boundleſs ſway; 
There blaz'd forth Emulation's brighteſt flame; 
But ſtudious vigils quicken'd Life's decay, 
And fell diſeaſe deſtroy'd his tender frame. 


As when ſome Bark, full fraught with India's ſtore, - 
That long has brav'd the rage of boiſt'rous ſkies, 
Founders, approaching to her wiſh'd for ſhore, 
And yields her wealth th' inſatiate Ocean's prize. 


But mark, from Piety what bleſſings flow 
When ſickneſs, now, pervaded ev'ry part; 
When fainting Nature's functions, now, grew ſlow, 
Save when fierce racking pains affail'd his heart, 


Cloſe by his fide, a meek-ey'd Seraph ſtood, 
To eaſe the ſtruggles of Life's parting breath, 
And, pointing to the manſions of the good, 
The gloom diſpell'd, and ſmooth'd the path of Death. 
Gg 


A Fellowſhip, which he had made the object of his Studies. 
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As when th' advent'rous Spaniard*, firſt ſurvey'd 
From ocean-parting Darien's tow'ring ſteep, 
The vaſt horizon ſplendidly difplay'd, 
And all the grandeur of each trackleſs deep : 


Behind, he view'd, with black'ning clouds o'ercaſt, 
Mexico's mad'ning gulph and pent up tide, 
Where, ceaſeleſs, howls the ſtorm's infuriate blaſt, 
Piercing the ſinking veſſel's ſhatter'd fide. 


In front, th* out-ſtretch'd Pacific Ocean's flood 
In ſilence ſlept, and majeſty ſerene, 

On whoſe unruffled brow no ſtorms intrude, 
To vex the noiſeleſs tenor of his reign. 


Juſt ſo, when Life's almoſt exhauſted glaſs 
Shew'd Diſſolution's awful moment nigh ; 

When the unfetter'd ſoul now hop'd to paſs, 
From its frail priſon, to its native ſky. 


The Youth, to fate ſuperior, and diſeaſe, 
Calmly review'd this wretched Life's diſtreſs, 
And, to his wond'ring friends, diſcours'd in praiſe 

Of Heav'n's immortal joys and boundleſs bliſs. 


* Vaico Nugnez de Balboa, See Robertſon's America, Vol. I. Book 3, 
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Since Dieksox then has gain'd that bliſsful ſeat, 
Let Reaſon check fond Friendſhip's melting tear, 
And, taught by his example, meet its fate, 
With pious reſignation, void of fear. 


1 


THE 


AN 


E L E G T. 


Wurxx, midſt the ruins of a fallen ſtate, 
The once fam'd TI BER rolls his ſcanty wave, 
+ Where half a column now derides the great, 
Where half a ſtatue yet records the brave, 


With trembling ſteps, an Ex1LE wander'd near, 
In ScoTT1$SH weeds his ſhrivell'd limbs array d; 

His furrow'd cheek was croſs'd with many a tear, 
And frequent ſighs his wounded ſoul betray'd. 
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Oh! wretch ! he cry'd, that like ſome troubled ghoſt 


Art doom'd to wander round this world of woe, 
While mem'ry ſpeaks of joys for ever loſt, 
Of peace, of comfort, thou haſt ceas'd to know |! 


There are the ſcenes, with fancy'd charms endow'd, 
Where happier Britons, caſting pearls away, 
The fools of found, of empty trifles proud, 
Far from the land of bliſs and freedom ſtray. 


Wou'd that, for yonder dome, theſe eyes could ſee 
The wither'd oak that crowns my native hill ! 
Theſe urns let ruin waſte ; but give to me 
The tuft that trembles o'er its loaely rill. 


Oh! facred haunts ! and is the hillock green 
That ſaw our infant-ſports beguile the day? 
Still are our ſeats of fairy faſhion ſeen ? 
Or is my little th rone of moſs away ? 


Had but Ambition, in this tortur'd breaſt, 
Ne'er ſought to rule beyond the humble plain, 
Where mild Dependence holds the vaſſal bleſt, 
Where faith and friendſhip fix the chieftain's reign; 
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Thus had I liv'd the life my fathers led; 
Their name, their family had not ceas d to be; 
And thou, Mox1Mia ! on thy earthy bed 
My name, my family, what were theſe to thee— 


Three little moons had ſeen our growing love, 
Since firſt Mox1M1a join'd her hand to mine 
Three little moons had ſeen us bleſt above 
All that enthuſiaſt hope could e' er divine. 


Urg'd by the brave, by fancy'd glory warm'd, 
In treaſon honeſt, if twas treaſon here, 
For rights ſuppos'd, my native band I arm'd, 
And join'd the ſtandard CHARLES had dar'd to rear. 


Fated we fought, my gallant vaſſals fell, 
But fav'd their maſter in the bloody ſtrife ; 
Their coward maſter, who cou'd live to tell 
He ſaw them fall, yet tamely ſuffer'd life. 


Let me not think ;—but ah ! the thought will riſc, 
Still in my whirling brain its horrors dwell, 

When pale and trembling, with uplifted eyes, 
Modi MIA faintly breath'd a laſt farewel ! 
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« They come,” ſhe ſaid; « fly, fly theſe ruthleſs foes, 


« And fave a life, in which Mox1m1a lives 
« Believe me, Henk Y, light are all her woes, 


« Except what HE NR Y's dreaded purpoſe gives. 


& And would'ſt thou die, and leave me thus forlorn, 


« And blaſt a life the moſt inhuman ſpare ? 
« Oh! livein pity to the babe unborn, 
That ſtirs within me to aſſiſt my pray'r !” 


What could I do? contending paſſions ſtrove, 
And preſs'd my boſom with alternate weight, 
Unyielding honour, ſoft perſuaſive love— 


I fled and left her—left her to her fate ! 


Faſt came the ruffian band; no melting charm, 
That e'er to ſuff ring beauty Nature gave, 
The ruthleſs rage of party can diſarm; 
Thy tears, Monim1a, wanted power to fave, 


She, and the remnant of her weeping train, 
Whoſe faithful love ſtill link'd them to her fide, 

Torn from their dwelling, trod the deſert plain, 

No hut to ſhelter, and no hand to guide, 
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Thick drove its ſnow before the wintry wind, 

And midnight darkneſs wrap'd the heath they paſt, 
Save one ſad gleam, that, blazing far behind, 

The ancient manſion of my fathers caſt. 


Calmly ſhe ſaw the ſmouldering ruins glare; 

« *Tis paſt, all-righteous God; 'tis paſt, ” ſhe cry'd; 
4 But for my HeNky hear my lateſt pray'r !'— 

Big was her burſting heart ;z—ſhe groan'd, and dy'd | 


Still, in my dreams, I ſee her form confeſt, 
Sailing, in robes of light, the troubled ſky !— 

And ſoon the whiſpers, ſhall my HE NR reſt— 
And dimly ſmiling, points my place to die 


I hear that voice, I ſee that pale hand wave ! — 
I come once more to view my native ſhore; 
Stretch'd on MoN1M1A's long neglected grave, 
To claſp the fod, and feel my woes no more 
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en 


GOING ABROAD, 


Fa R, far from me my DEL1a goes, | 
And all my pray'rs, my tears, are vain ; 
Nor ſhall I know one hour's repoſe, 

Till DEL1a bleſs theſe eyes again. 


Companion of the wretched, come, 
Fair Hope ! and dwell with me a while 
Thy heav'nly preſence gilds the gloom, 
While happier ſcenes in proſpect ſmile. 


Ohl! who can tell what Time may do? 
How all my ſorrows yet may end ? 
Can ſhe reject a love ſo true? 
Can DEL1a Cer forſake her friend? 
H h 
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Unkind and rude the thorn is ſeen, 
No ſign of future ſweetneſs ſhows ; 


But time calls forth its lovely green, 
And ſpreads the bluſhes of the roſe. 


Then come, fair Hope, and whiſper peace, 
And keep the happy ſcenes in view, 

When all theſe cares and fears ſhall ceaſe, 
And DEL 1a bleſs a love fo true. 


Hope, ſweet deceiver, ſtill believ'd, 
In mercy ſent to ſooth our care, 

Oh ! tell me, am I now deceiv'd, 
And wilt thou leave me to deſpair ? 


Then hear, ye Pow'rs, my earneſt pray'r, 
This pang unutterable ſave ; 

Let me not live to know deſpair, 
But give me quiet in the grave ! 


Why ſhould I live to hate the light, 
Be with myſelf at conſtant ſtrife, 

And drag about, in Nature's ſpite, 
An uſeleſs, joyleſs, load of life? 
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But far from her all ills remove; 
Your favourite care let Der 1a be,. 
Long bleſt in friendſhip, bleſt in love, 


And may ſhe never think on me. 


But if, to prove my love ſincere, 
The Fates awhile this trial doom; 
Then aid me, Hope, my woes to bear, 


Nor leave me till my DELIA come ;— 


Till DeL14a come, no more to part, 
And all theſe cares and fears remove ;— 
Oh, come ] relieve this widow'd heart, 


Oh, quickly come ! my pride, my love! 


My DEL 14a come ! whoſe looks beguile, 
Whoſe ſmile can charm my cares away ;— 
Oh! come, with that enchanting ſmile, 
And brighten up Life's wint'ry day ; 


Oh, come ! and make me full amends, 
For all my cares, my fears, my pain ;— 
DEL14, reſtore me to my friends, 
Reſtore me to myſelf again. 
H h 2 
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THE 


G NI TI O C:AL:T P-8 O, 
FROM THE FRENCH OP 


MDs F EN ELO N. 


By Docrox Mc. K. 


N O care could ſooth forlorn CaLyPs0's woes, 
Faithleſs her Lover —vaniſh'd her repoſe ! 

Her tuneful voice its melody forgot, 

Nor longer echo'd in her lonely grot : 

Diſmal the pin'd ; Immortal honours now, 

The pride of Godhead, ſicken on her brow : 

Her Nymphs, fond partners of each joy, or care, 
No more approach her, nor her ſorrows ſhare, 
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Around the coaſt had Spring's perpetual ſmile, 

With flow'rs unfading, deck'd the vernal iſle; 

Here would ſhe oft, in penſive ſadneſs, roam 

And, lonely, ſigh and, melancholy, moan. 

But vain the comfort ev'n theſe charms impart, 

When love, deſponding, rankles in the heart! 

Still he returns; ſtill doth each ſcene diſcloſe 

Some mark to trace the author of her woes. 

Nor ſhrubs, nor flow'rets, raiſe their heads but prove 
Her perjur'd lover and neglected love. 


As the dull Rock, which winds aſſail in vain, 
Fix'd, would ſhe ofttimes ſtand, and, thus, complain 
And weep her ſorrows to the raging main 
« Ye winds and waves! *twas there he preſs'd his flight, 
« *T'was there the traitor vaniſh'd from my ſight ; 
« Tas there his veſſel cleft the wat'ry way, 
« Nor you oppos'd, nor dar'd his courſe delay !” 


Thus would ſhe rave and till the ſpot purſue, 
Where loſt ULYssEs died upon her view.— 
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ANNETTE an LU BIN, 


By THE SAME. 


Wur ſighs ANNETTE ? fond Lu IN cry'd, 
As by the nymph he ſate, 

Weeps ſhe ſome Lover's faith bely'd ? 
Or mourns a Parent's fate ? 


Have Fortune's frowns diſturb'd her mind 
And bid her ſorrows flow ?— 
Fortune's the jilt of all mankind, 
And Love's their mortal foe. 
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Why ſhould that gentle boſom heave, 
Thoſe charms ſharp anguiſh prove? 
To fiercer ſouls fierce ſorrows leave 


The pangs of grief and love ! 


But ah ! would ANNETTE lend an eye 
And, pitying, ſmile on me ! 

What bliſs, my Fair, with ours would vie, 
What ſwain fo happy be! 
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By THE SAME. 


H A RD by a fountain's grafly ſide; 
The love- ſick Ep win fate; 

And thus, in broken numbers, ſigh'd 
And, thus, bewail'd his fate. 


« Why rears yon hill its verdant head? 
« Why flow'rets deck yon plain ?— 
“Such beauties round my EMMA ſpread ! 


« Such EMMa's graceful mien 


r 


« The riſing Morn, on yonder ſkies, 


& Unfolds its crimſon hue ; 


« Its ſplendor, EMMa, blooms and dies — 


« Its glow reſides with you | 


« The ſetting Sun's departing rays 
. Illume yon weſtern peak; 

« More fix'd, more permanent than theſe 
« The bluſh on EMMa's cheek ! 


« But, ah! yon tranſient waters roll, 
« Yon Zephyr fleets away ;— 
“(Thus, emblems of my EMm a's ſoul— 


« Inconſtant, fleet, as they!“ 


Ti 


© > 
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10 r. 
TO THE TRAGEDY OF 


Ene. 


PERFORMED FOR CHARITY, AT A VOLUNTEER MEETING, IN THE YEAR 
1783, A TIME OF PUBLIC SCARCITY, 


Br THE SAME. 


I N mimic ſcenes, how often has the Stage 
Diſplay'd the good man's pangs, the tyrant's rage 
How oft compaſſion, for ideal woe, 

Has taught your hearts to melt, your tears to flow ! 
Tonight a better cauſe your grief invites, — 

A nobler ſorrow tempers your delights ; 

The tender ſoul, alive to Nature's ties, 

Bends, fondly bends, to hear the wretch's cries ; 
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Her beſt reward Humanity imparts, 
Inſtructs your heads and gratifies your hearts, 


Whilſt now, more fierce than Richard's tyrant hand, 
Impending Famine overſhades the land ; 
To you, whom Fortune's kinder boons permit, 
Secure, amidſt the gen'ral wreck to ſit, 
To you, in weeds of poverty array'd, 
SHORE ſuppliant comes and challenges your aid; 
Not now, as wont, a poet's fancied dream, 
She comes deluſive ſorrows to proclaim ; 
When preſs'd beneath the weight of grief ſhe bends ; 
Deny'd, dejected, deſtitute of friends! 
Her voice the ſons of wretchedneſs but crave, 
To claim protection from the Fair and Brave. 


But firſt to thee, thou guardian,—Patriot Band ! 
Which props the ſtate and ornaments the land; 
To thee ſhe turns, whoſe foſt'ring care reviv'd 
Your Country's ſplendor and neglected pride; 
Again protect, —again, our drooping Iſle, 

Shall ſhine with ſplendor and with plenty ſmile ; 

Unborn ſons of Liberty, from thee, 

Shall catch the flame and dare be nobly free ; 

And diſtant ages hail Hibernia's name, 

The Land of Heroes, and the Field of Fame, 
112 
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THE 


APPARITION or CRU GAL. 


FROM THB SECOND BOOK OF 


F I N G A L. 


By THE SAME. 


Tw AS night —on Lena's field are heard, no more, 
The buſy din, the war's tumultuous roar 

But ſtill and ſolemn all; fave only where 

A diſtant murmur dies upon the ear. 


With rev'rend pride, an aged oak extends 
Its ſhade, and o'er the mountain current bends ; 
There Cox x AL lay,—beneath the warrior's head 
A moſs grown rock z the lonely heath his bed; 
Remote he lay; no martial friend was near ; 


For, ſtrong in valour, CoxnxaL knew not feat, 
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From Cromla's clift a fullen meteor came 
And wafted CRUGAL to the hero's dream ;— 
CRUGAL, his friend, —foremoſt he preſs'd, when, late, 
The ſons of Erin ſought the battle's heat 
Raſh youth !—who dar'd th' unequal foe withſtand, 
And fell, ſubdu'd, by Swaran's conquering hand 
Ghaſtly his viſage—ſuch, at cloſe of night, 
The pining moon reflects a ſickly light; 
The miſt his robe—his eyes the cheerleſs ray 
Of ſome dull vapour, ling'ring to decay 
But ſtill, as when he fell, deform'd with gore, 
A wound's dark ſemblance on his breaſt he bore, 


« Say,” cries th' aſtoniſh'd chief, „ my Crvucar ! 
why 
« That mien terrific and that diſmal eye ?— 
« Say, why ſo pale? thou pride of Dedgal's race 
« Fierce in the battle, dauntleſs in the chace! 
« Say, what new danger bids the Warrior fear ?— 
« Hefelt no terror when the foe was near.” 


He wav'd his hand ;—a feeble voice aroſe 

And tears ſeem'd falling for his Country's woes, — 
A voice, as when, on Lego's marſhy vale, 

The reed ſcarce anſwers to the ruſtling gale. 
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&© CoNNAL no more ſhall join me in the chace; 
« No more my footſteps in the valley trace; 
« No more ſhall welcome his returning friend, 
&« And ſoul with ſoul, in ſocial converſe, blend! 
« My corſe, neglected, lies on Erin's ſtrand ; 
« My phantom, joyleſs, ſeeks its native land, 
« Dark as the miſt, which veils the face of night, 
« And as the fickle blaſt on Cromla's height 
« But, CONNAL, ah ! let Erin's ſons beware; 
« The cloud of darkneſs and of death is near 
« I ſee their fall, yield, ſon of CoL GAR, yield ;— 
« Ill-boding Spectres hover o'er the field !” #— 


He ſhrunk ;—a blaſt came, whiſtling o'er the heath, 
And in its whirlwind roll'd the falling breath 


* Theſe lines have an alluſion to the belief of this people, that dark 
clouds and ſpectres haunt the place, which is deſigned by fate far a feene 
of calamity. | 


627) 


ON THE 


EXISTENCE oH A GO D. 


L Ex learmd Atheiſts ſhew, with claflic ſkill, 
That nothing can be good, if mix'd with ill; 
Let ſubtle Caſuiſts prove, without control, 

Part deſtin'd to be ſav'd and not the Whole; 
Within their cells, let moping Monks, confin'd, 
Strive to ſet limits to th* Almighty mind; 

But let the man above the tricks of ſchools, 
Logician's art and metaphyſic fools, 

View Nature's works: theſe are unerring ſigns | 
By which the truth of Gop's Ex1sTENCE ſhines. 


Rapt by the glorious theme, my Muſe aſpires 
To view tlys Comet's courſe, celeſtial fires 3 
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The Planets” rounds thro' Æther, wond'ring, trace 


And count new Worlds in vaſt unbounded ſpace ; 
Did theſe blind Chance produce? Can Reaſon's Lord 
Another atom to the world afford ?— 

And yet the Sun, that wond'rous God of Light, 
In full, unclouded, glory, heav'nly bright 
Doth not ſo much the glow-worm's rays tranſcend 
As ſluggiſh matter muſt to reaſon bend. 

Acute Philophers the ſea explain, 

And tell the reaſons of the flowing main: 

To Luna's charms its waves, admiring, roll, 
And ſhe, in turn, their ardor doth control ;— 
Juſt as we ſee, to gain a virgin's heart, 

A gallant Lover practice ev'ry art 

Still, modeſt virtue doth his zeal reſtrain ;— 

The youth, repuls'd, as oft returns again. 


All this how vain ! May not th* Almighty word 
Some other agent for this work afford ?— 
In India's realms, the ſimple natives ſleep, 
Cloſe on the beach, regardleſs of the deep : 
Doth Dian, there, with leſs attractive might 
Smile on the waters and impell their flight ?— 


No ! but, at th* Omniſcient's great command, 


Attending Angels keep them from the land. 
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Next, let us fee, of Brutes the various race, 

And, ev'n in theſe, th' all-bounteous mind we trace; 
The royal Lion's ſtrong beyond compare 

To ſwiftneſs owes its timid life the Hare; 

The Lynx's fight ſcarce heav'n itſelf can bound ; 
While tainted gales, to food, direct the hound; 
With ſtrength enormous, and with arts of wile, 

On Nilus' banks, behold the Crocodile 

In ſwiftneſs equal to the winged wind, 

Where can inferior creatures refuge find ? 

The Lizard, gently, the unwary ſtings, 

And, by this friendly notice, ſafety brings 

If ſtraight you fly, aſſuredly you're Lain, 

But if you turn, he can't revert again. 

Could Chance, blind Chance, thoſi gifts inſtinctive, lend 
Each gitt ſo well adapted to its End? 


| A Courſe more vent'rous, now, my Mufe would try, 
And thro' th'ꝰ unbounded realms of Real fy. 
Attempts ſo great require a ſtronger wing, 
And bolder numbers ſuch a theme to ſing. 
Yet as the pictures of a maſter's hand, 
Which all admire, tho” few can underſtand, 
Some certain ſigns of excellence impart 
Even to thoſe not converſant i' th' art; 

K 
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Juſt ſo, from Reaſon's outlines, we may prove 
Unerring tokens of Almighty love. 
lf wederive our origin from earth, 
Which to the firſt of Men, by chance, gave birth ; 
I aſk, why are not the ſame pow'rs of mind 

To all, as to the firſt of Men aflign'd ? 

Oh ! wond'rous Chance, which has, ſo aptly, hit 
What, for our mutual benefit, was fit 

That each, poſſeſsing diff rent talents, ſhou'd 
Be more conducive to the public good. 

One Man delights in dreadful War's alarms, 

The thoughtful Sage, deep Contemplation charms : 
Each genius thus, its various aid doth lend, 

And ſome adorn the ſtate, and ſome defend. 

So univerſal Love muſt fill the ſoul, 

For if we love ourſelves we love the whole. 

Each claſs ſo nicely on each claſs depends, 

That, if one link be broke, our being ends. 


Thus, whereſoe' er we turn our wond'ring ſight, 
The Gop HEAD muſt appear, intenſely bright; 
He flies on winds, he bids the thunders roar, 

And makes the waves rebellow from the ſhore |! 


„ 


Thou alſo, Lord ! the day and night haſt made. — 
Grateful viciſſitude of light and ſhade |! 

To thee, whilſt here I live, my voice Il raiſe ; 
To thee, my Muſe ſhall always tune her lays ? 
And my laſt dying accents whiſper praite. 


—— 
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OCCASIONED BY 


LADp FW EL—BETH S—CKLLE'S 
SHEDDING TEARS IN CHURCH, 
ON THE DAY OF HER MARRIAGE. 


By RICHARD CUMBERLAND, Es. 


0 * 


VI ſolemn Pedagogues, that teach 

A language by eight parts of ſpeech; \ 
Can any of you all impart 

A rule to conjugate the Heart ? 
 Grammarians, did you ever try 

To conſtrue and expound an eye ? 

And, from &. ſyntax of the face, 


Decline its der and its calc !— 


„ 


What faid the nuptial tear, that fell 
From fair ELIZ A? can you tell ?— 
And yet it ſpoke, upon that cheek, 

As eloquent as tear could ſpeak ; 

« Here, at God's altar, whilſt I ſtand, 

« Jo plight my vow and yield my hand; 
« With falt'ring lips, whil{t I proclaim 
« The ceſſion of my Virgin name; 

« Spare me ! the ſilent Pleader cries, 
„ Ah! ſpare me, ye ſurrounding eyes |! 
« Uſher'd amidſt a blaze of light, 

«© Whilſt, here, I paſs in public ſight, 

c Or, kneeling by a Father's ſide, 

« Renounce the Daughter for the Bride; 
« Ye Parents] to my ſoul fo dear, 

« Sayy can I check this riſing tear? 

« When, at this awful hour, I caſt . 
«© My mem'ry back on time that's paſt, 
60 Ungrateful were I, to forbear 

cc This tribute to a Father's care ;— 

« For all he ſuffer'd, all he taught, 

cc Is there not due one tender thought? 
« And may not one fond pray'r be giv'n 
« For a dear Saint that reſts in Heav'n! 
«© And you, to whom I now betroth, *& 
&« In fight of Heav'n, my Nuptial oath, 


os A IE ooo — 
© 
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«© Who, to nobility of birth, 

«© True honour join and native worth; 

« If my recording boſom draws 

« One ſigh, —miſconſtrue not the cauſe |— 
« 'Truſt me, tho' weeping, I rejoice, 

« And, bluſhing, glory in my choice.” 


SACRED TO THE MEMORY OP 


LixuTENAN T JOHN BURROUGHS. 


Be THOMAS SMITH, Esq. 


What mourner ever felt poetic fires ! 

Slow comes the verſe, that real Moe inſpires ; 
Grief unaffeFed ſuits but ill with art, 

Or flowing numbers with a bleeding heart. 


TicKELL. 


Dex to thy firen call, ſeducing Fame 
'Tho' long the Muſe hath laid her lyre aſide, 

- Hath long forſaken the Pierian ſtream, _ 

Nor lately dipt her in its dang'rous tide z 
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Yet, Friendſhip's call ſhe ſtruggles to obey ; 
For her, ſhe bears a boſom fraught with fire; 

For her, pours out the tributary lay, | 
And ſtrikes, for her, a long neglected lyre— 


With rapture ſtrikes it hence ! th2u thameleſs boaſt ! 
Can rapture triumph from the cave of Woe | 

Is not MarRcELLus gone !—for ever, loſt ! 
And ſhall this bleeding heart with rapture glow !— 


Well-tim'd reproof—tis juſt! and, and oer my cheek, | 
Expanded wide, I feel the glowing ſhame ! 

I feel its burning bluſh, which, beſt, can ſpeak 
The inward pang that racks my conſcious frame 


Yet deal not hardly with me I nor arraign 

The fleeting tranſport fond remembrance brought 
A beam of comfort may break in on pain ;— 

Grief's keeneſt pang may be reliev'd by thought ! 


And, witneſs Heav'n ! *twere equal hope to find 
Extremes, moſt diſtant, meet and not recoil ;— 
Old Ocean's wave with /Etna's fires combin'd !|— 
As aught, but ſorrow, check the tranſient ſmile. - 


as I 


Bid the volcano not emit its flame ! 
Or ſtop the burning lava, as it flows !— 

Then bid my breaſt be cheer'd by ſuch a theme 
Then ſtop theſe tears that iſſue from my woes. 


When Monarchs periſh by the ſtroke of Fate, 
What millions hang upon the lab'ring herſe ! 

What ſtrains ſublime their mighty deeds relate! 
What virtues crowd the mercenary verſe ! 


Not Ammon's ſword, — not Plato's wiſdom, o'er 
Admiring worlds, obtain'd th' extent of ſway, 

That thoſe high characters, emblazon'd, bore 
In each rude effort of the purchas'd lay 


Nor that alone: what monuments ariſe, 
In ſplendid record of unſully d worth 
What ſtately columns lengthen to the ſkies, 
Inſcrib'd to call ideal virtues forth !— 


Such be the boaſt of Wealth !—be ſuch its pride ! 
And ſuch, to worthleſs Pomp, the tribute paid !— 
Better, forgotten, down oblivion glide, 
Than riſe to mem'ry from ſo dark a ſhade ! 
LI 
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Yet thoſe will moulder—periſhable all! 
Vain, fragile, triumphs of an idle hour 
Time fees the proſtituted pageant fall, 
Ambition's ſhatter'd wreck the mock of pow'r 


Not ſo, lamented Youth ! thy much lov'd name 
Obtains the record undeſerv'd of praiſe ! 

No nations labour to beſtow thee fame; 
Nor columns to thy milder merits raife : 


But, dearer far, th' unpurchas'd ſtanza flows ; 
Deſerted Friendſhip heaves for thee a ſigh ; 
The meed of tears, unbidden, ſhe beſtows !— 

Theſe are memorials that can never die ! 


Oh! had indulgent Heav'a prolong'd his days! 
Fame's loudeſt trump had eterniz'd his name 

His own great deeds had ſpoke his nobleſt praiſe, 
And future annals triumph'd in the theme 


In him, perhaps, another WoL E had fought !— 
In Britain's cauſe, his conqu'ring legions led 

And, gaining all his great art bition ſought, 
Perhaps, in him, another "VoLrt had bled ! 
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But Heav'n forbad : and, ſoon, the blaſt of Death 
Nipt the fair promiſe youth and vigour gave, 
When hotteſt Fever's peſtilential breath 
Conſign'd MarcELLus to an early grave! 


Oh, bitter memory! oh, pain to think! — 
I, drooping, trac'd his melancholy bier ! 
And, ſtation'd on the grave's devouring brink, 
I wafſh'd his relicks with a parting tear! 


Life's path, from infancy, together trod, 
Ful!-well the virtues of his mind I knew ;— 

They wing'd his flight and bore him to a Gop, 
Who beſt can judge the recompence that's due,— 


And oh, bleſt ſhade ! forgive tl intruſive lay, 

That, tun'd to Friendſhip, with diſcordant chime, 
Diſturbs the manſion of eternal day, 

And wakes attention to a worthleſs rhjme |! 


Nor, yet, the tributary verſe difown, 

In fond compaſſion to thy mourning friend ;— 
But, ſeated *midſt th* angelic throng, look down 
And, with a Scraph's love, his zeal commend ! 

L12 
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THE 


FATR PEN ITE M 1. 


VI mountains ſo dreary and dread, 
To whom I fo often repair, 
In pity, fall down on my head, 
And ſnatch me at once from deſpair, 


In mercy, ye ſkies, to my woes, 
Let your thunders avengingly roll, 
And death, kindly, huſh to repoſe 
The Ztna that burſts on my ſoul ! 


| Twelve moons have I ſcarcely been wed, 
| And honour'd with Beverly's name; 
Yet how has the conjugal bed 
Been ſteep'd in pollution and ſhame ! bv 
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To the fondeſt and worthieſt youth, 
All ſpotted and perjur'd I ſtand ; 


And this ring, which once {wore to my truth, 


Now deadens, thro” guilt, on my hand. 


Perdition quick fall on the hour 
That firſt I faw Clerimont's face, 

And, fatally, gave him a power, 
Toplunge me in endleſs diſgrace ! 


From Time's ſwiftly ſilvering wing, 
This inſtant, oh ! let it be torn; 

And pluck from remembrance a ſting, 
Too bitter, by far, to be borne. 


Once, white as the moon's pureſt ray, 
This boſom could conſcioufly heave, 
Deſpiſe every thought to betray, 
And deteſt ev'ry wiſh to deceive ! 


Once, crown'd with contentment and reſt, 


My days held the happieſt race ; 
And the night ſaw me equally bleſt, 
In my Beverly's honeſt embrace. 
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But now, one continu'd diſguiſe, 
I'm hackney'd in falſchood and art; 
And teach ev'ry glance of my eyes, 
To conceal ev'ry with of my heart. 


To meet with poor Beverly's kiſs, 
What tranſport appears in ray air | 
Tho? his breaſt, once the pillow of bliſs, 
Swells only with death and deſpair. 


If a look is, by accident, caught, 
I'm fill'd with a thouſand alarms ; 
And Clerimont fires ev'ry thought, 
When I melt e'en in Beverly's arms. 


Great Ruler of all things above! 
Whom Father of mercies we deem, 
Let duty direct me to love 
Where reaſon compells my eſteem. 


Yet how to thy throne ſhall I run ?— 
For pardon how can I exclaim ? 
When ev'ry renewal of ſun 
Beholds a renewal of ſhame ! 


„1 


Nay, now, while the guilt I deteſt, 
My conſcience fo dreadfully wrings; 

This Clerimont grows on my breaſt, 
And inſenſibly, twiſts, round the ſtrings. 


Diſtraction, this inſtant, repair 
And ſeize the leaſt atom of brain ; 
For Nature no longer can bear 
This incredible fullneſs of pain 


Let Mercy employ its own time, 
I dare not look upward that way ; 
For unleſs I defiſt from my crime, 
"Tis blaſphemy ſurely to pray. 
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Br WILLIAM HAYLEY, Esd. 


NOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKS, 


VI. Couples, who meet under Love's ſmiling ſtar, 
Too gentle to ſkirmiſh, too ſoft een to jar, 

Tho? cover d with roſes from Joy's richeſt tree, 

Near the couch of Delight, lies the Dæmon ENNUI. 


Let the Mule's gay Iyre, like Ithuriel's bright ſpear, 

Keep the fiend, ye ſweet Brides, from approaching too near: 
Since the Serpent, reſiſted, will cowardly flee, 

Like Eve, then, don't liſt to the Dæmon Exxvur. 
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Let no gloom of the hall, let no ſhade of the bow'r 
Make you th:uk you behold this malevolent Pow'r; 
Like a child in the dark, what you ſear you will ſee,— 
Take courage—away flies the phantom ENN UI. 


Oh truſt me, your pow'rs, both of perſon and mind, 
To defcat this fly foe, full ſufficient you'll find; 

Should your eye fail to kill him,—with keen repartee, 
You can ſink the flat boat of th* invader ENN UI. 


If a cool nonchalance o'er your Spoſo ſhould ſpread, — 
For vapours will reſt &en on Jupiter's head, — 

Oh! ever believe it, from jealouſy free, 

A thin paſſing cloud, not the miſt of ENNUI. 


Of tender complainings, tho' Love be the theme, 
Oh! beware, my ſweet friends, tis a dangerous ſcheme, 
And, tho' often try'd, mark the pauvre Mari, 

Thus, by kindneſs enclos'd in the coop of ExN UI. 


Let confidence, riſing theſe tremors above, 
Drown this diſcord of doubt in the muſic of Love 3 
So your duet ſhall charm in the natural key, 
No ſharps from vexation, no flats from EN Nui. 
M m 
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But to you, happy huſbands, in matters more nice 
The muſe, tho' a maiden, yet, offers advice; 
Oh ! drink not too deeply your bumpers of glee, 
Fen ecſtaſy's cup has ſome dregs of Exxu1. 


Tho? Love, for your lips, fills with nectar his bowl; 
Tho” his warm bath of bliſs, ſhall inſpirit your ſoul 
Oh ! ſwim not too faſt upon rapture's high ſea, 

Leſt you fink, unawares, in the gulph of Exxvr. 


Impatient of law, Paſſion oft will reply 

&«& Againſt limitation I'll plead 'till I die ;” 

But Chief Juſtice Nature rejects the vain plea, 
And fuch culprits are doom'd to the jail of Exnwvu1. 


When huſband and wife are of honey too fond, 
They are like poiſon'd carp at the top of a pond ; 
Together they gape, o'er a cold cup of tea, 
Two muddy, fick fiſh in the net of Exx vt. 


Of indolence muſt ye, mild couples, beware, 
For the myrtle of Love often hides her ſoft ſnare; 


The kind doves in their neſt from his force cannot flee, 


But the lark in the morn *ſcapes the vulture Exx ul. 
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Let chearful good humour, that ſunſhine of life 
Which ſmiles on the maiden, illumines the wiſe, 

And mutual attention, in equal degree, 

Keep Hymen's bright chain from the ruſt of ENNul. 


To the Graces, together, Oh ! fail not to bend, 
And both to the voice of the Muſes attend; 
So Minerva, for you, ſhall with Cupid agree, 
And preſerve the chaſte plume from the ſmoke of EN N UI. 
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To 


Mz. HU Mr HR E Y, 
ON HIS PORTRAIT OP 


Miss F A R R E N. 


By LORD DERBY, 


O THOU ! whoſe pencil all the Graces guide; 
” + Whom Beauty, conſcious of her fading bloom, 
So oft implores, alas ! with harmleſs pride, 

To ſnatch the tranſient treaſures from the tomb 


Pleas'd, I behold the Fair, whoſe comic art 
Th' unweary'd eye of taſte and judgment draws ; 
Who charns, witi: Nature's elegance, the heart 
'And claims the loudeſt thunder of applauſe. 
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Such, ſuch, alone, ſhould prompt thy pencil's toil ; 
Of ſaving Folly give thy labours o'er ; 


Fools never will be wanting to our Ifle ;— 
Perhaps, a FARKEN may appear no more! 


5 


THE 
POET ro his MISTRESS. 


IMITATED FROM PROPERTIUS. 


Wu Y paint that ſkin which Nature made fo fair? 
With foreign odours why perfume thy hair ? 

Thy tow'ring head, with trembling feathers, crown, 

And, vainly, trail, behind, a needleſs length of gown ? 
Can Milliners confer a ſingle grace, ; 


To mend that form, or to improve that face? 
Think'ſt thou that beauty can be bought ?—or art 
Convgy a ſingle arrow to the heart ?!— 

No, truſt me, Cupid hates a ſtudy'd dreſs, 

For *tis an inſult to his nakedneſs. 

Did ever pencil brighter colours yield 

Than thoſe which Nature gives to paint the field ? 
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The winding ſtream, which thro” the valley flows, 
Without inſtruction, its own level knows; 

Th' untended ivy ſcorns the gard'ners care, 

And faireſt ſhrubs perfume the « defart air“; 
With „ gems of pureſt ray” the ſhore is fraught, 
And birds the ſweeteſt ſing—that ſing untaught ! 
Elizabeth had giv'n her robes to flow 

In all the modeſt negligence of woe, 

When, fir'd by native charms, young Edward * led, 
The lovely Widow to his throne and bed. 


Plain was the garb of Anne, diſdaining art, 
When the Eighth Henry felt the am'rous ſmart 
Creep thro! his veins and ſettle in his heart. 


They in the pride of genuine beauty ſhone, 

And ſcorn'd to conquer Kings, by graces not their own; 
Nor did they in purſuit of Lovers run ;— 

A modeſt maid will only dreſs for one. 

But, in addition to a form divine, 

Since ev'ry Muſe and ev'ry Grace is thine, 

Since all the charms of ſong to thee were giv'n, 

And muſic which may vie with that of Heav'n 

True to thyſelf, the aid of dreſs diſdain, 

And in thy Poet's heart ſecurely reign. 


Edward IV. married Elizabeth, relict of Sir Joha Grey. 


MIDDLE TEMPLE, 
ON HIS BIRTH DAY. 


Br A LADY. 


'Th E artleſs Muſe not ſcorning, will my Friend 
Accept the tribute my fond wiſhes ſend ? 

Oh! may no hours unpleaſing move away; 

No care intrude to cloud thy Natal day : 

May each returning morn, like this, bring forth 
Increaſe of health, of honour, virtue, worth ;— 
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When yodth is ripen'd into manhood's prime, | 
And duty calls thee to thy native clime; 

Of truth, unſully'd, may'ſt thou ever be 

The Law's ſupport, the guard of Liberty; 
Juſt, eloquent, premeditated, ſtrong, 

Friend to each right and foe to ev'ry wrong. 
Let no mean int'reſt ſway thy gen'rous mind, 
To injur'd worth and merit ever kind ; 
Sublime as ERSk INE let thy language flow, 
Sincere as ARDEN's let thy paſſions glow ; 

Thy voice, like MaNsF1EL D's, harmoniz'd to chear 
The Widow's moan and dry the Orphan's tear : 
A ſoul, like FLood's, in every action free, 
Thy Country's friend and ſtill a friend to Mx 


ON FEEDING 


DURING AN HARD FROST. 


By THE SAME. 


LoveLy flutterer why ſo coy ? 
No hidden ſnare, or wanton boy, 
Lurks to ſeize an helpleſs prey, 
And bear thee from thy mate away. 
The hand which brings thee this relief, 
Shares in all thy little grief; 

/ For ſoft Humanity dwells here, 

That, &en for thee, can drop a tear; 
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Can heave a tender ſigh—for ſhe 

Is Nature's commoner like thee ! 
Safely, feed and fear no guile; 

Let me be thy guard the while, 

From fell grimalkin's ruthleſs paw, 
That keeps the feather'd folk in awe. 
Let me aid thy feeble wants, 

Let me ſeek thy lonely haunts ; 

Where, on the leafleſs, frozen, ſpray, 
Thou, pining, droop'ſt the live- long day, 
When hoary Winter quits our iſle, 

And jocund Spring renews her ſmile ; 
When thou can'ſt leave thy humble home, 
And o'er the mead, in ſafety, roam 
Come, with all thy callow throng, 
And thank me with a grateful ſong |! 


Nn2 


o D E ro HEALTH, 


Br THE SAME. 


Hrcrza! lovely, blooming maid, 
In ſoft compaſſion, lend thy aid, 
Life's choiceſt gift to bring ; 
Come, on gentle zephyrs borne, 
Fragrant, as the white-rob'd thorn, 
That ſcents the dewy ſpring. 


O! liſt me in thy jocund train, 

I'll baniſh ſorrow, baniſh pain, 
Be debonair and gay 

No more Pll court deluſive joys, 

Nor barter health for empty toys, 
But own thy gen'rous ſway. 
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Do thou attend thy vot'ry's pray'r, 

Then farewell green-ey'd fallow care, 
And all her ſickly train; 

No more I'll taſte the nauſeous bowl, 

Nor, madly, cloud the chearful ſoul, 


Anticipating pain. 
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FROM - 


I T6 uw WIF-E,® 


BY. THE AUTHOR OF THE EPISTLE FROM 


WERTER ro CHARLOTTE, 


F ROM this dread tow'r, with awful horrors crown'd, 
Where Death's grim ſpectres ſpread their ſhades around, 
Where dire deſpair augments the dreary gloom, 


Harrows my ſoul, and antedates my doom; 


The chief incidents in this ErisrIE are moſtly extracted from 
„% WarBec, a pathetic Tale,” tranſlated from the French of M. D' Ar- 
naud, by the celebrated Author of the © Recess.” Wankxc is ſuppoſed 
to addreſs his Wrrz, the Connteſs of Huntley, from the Tower,—a ſhort 
time previous to his execution. The ſtory of this enterprizing adventu- 
rer, is told at Jarge under the name of Perkin, in Hume's Hiſtory of 
England, in the Reign of Henry VII, 
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'Tho' cramping chains theſe wretched limbs confine, 
My ſoul unfetter'd, pours the tender Line, 

'To thee, dear HUNTLEY, thou ecſtatic Fair ! 
Thou heav'nly ſoother of thy WarBec's care! 
My active ſoul ſtill, fondly, turns to thee, 

And melts in raptures of pure ecſtacy ; 

For thee it ſcorns the haughty tyrant's chain, 
Springs to thy heart, and loſes ev'ry pain; 

O'er this fond foul all chains but faithleſs prove, — 
All chains, but thoſe of HUNTLEY and of Love; 


Vet ere theſe eyes ſhall cloſe in endleſs night, 
And the ſwift ſoul ſpring forth to realms of light; 
Ere haughty Henry's rival be no more, 
And his proud eyes be glutted with my gore 
While WarBEc has a tear, a ſigh to give, 
For thee that tear ſhall ſtream, that ſigh ſhall heave ! 
This Soul, my HUNTLEY, ſtill thy pow'r ſhall own, 
And Life's laſt ling'rings dwell on thee alone ;— 


Yet let ſad me m' ry trace paſt ſcenes ſo dear, 
Ofer which fond love pours warm the melting tear; 
Thoſe paſt, dear ſcenes ! ſo tender, kind, and true, 
When WarBecliv'd alone for Love and you 
When, like an Angel, ſcorning all control, 
My HuNrTLRI's charms flaſh'd rapture. thro' my ſoul, 
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With native dignity, and looks ſincere, 

And ev'ry charm to dazzle and endear, 

Rich in each grace, to ſweeten ev'ry woe, 

That Fancy &er could paint, or Heav'n beſtow | 
Soft, from the enchanting accents of that tongue, 
Voluptuous Love, and ſweet perſuaſion hung 
Each beauty, that illum'd that heav'nly face, 
Faded before the mind's ſuperior grace; 

Swift, from the ſtore of ſuch angelic charms, 
My glowing boſom caught Love's ſoft alarms : 

At once I trembled, yielded, and ador'd, 

And Heav'n and Love with endleſs pray'rs implor'd ! 


What ſcenes of rapture did my fancy ſee, 
If once conjoin'd, my charming Fair, with thee ; 
O'er-pow'ring Love affail'd each tender part, 
Strain'd ev'ry ſenſe, and delug'd all my heart. 
For thee, this boſom caught ambition's flame, 
And proudly glory'd in a titled name 
For thee, my humble, real name reſign'd, 
While dreams of empty ſplendor lur'd my mind : 
Not Frion's plotting, nor the Ducheſs art, 
Not Aſtley's friendſhip, could ſeduce this heart, 
My active ſoul through all their wiles ſoar'd free, 
And only yielded to fond. Love, and Thee 
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Ah! fatal conqueſt! and too dearly won 

That Love himſelf ſhould be by love undone |! 
O! Love, myſterious flame, that conquers all, 
You urg'd me on, and urg'd me to my fall! 
O! proud Ambition, thou deluding foe ! 

So high you raiſe us, but to ſink ſo low 

By fierce ambition, and by love undone, 

And the ſharp axe muſt end what theſe begun: 
Yet conſcience, for a while, could all control, 
Nor Nature wholly ſlumber'd in my ſoul 

Tho' Love and you confpir'd to bleſs theſe arms, 
While my rapt eyes devour'd thoſe endleſs charms, 


As, at the ſhrine, that ſnowy hand I preſt, 

A boding horror quiver'd through my breaſt, 

My conſcious boſom ſhook with fierce alarms, 

And ſunk thy WarBec in thy op'ning arms; 

By that celeſtial preſſure ſwift inſpir'd, 

To love rekindled, and with glory fir'd, 

My panting ſoul obey'd the ſweet decree, 

And found, dear HUxTLEY, more than Heav'n in thee. 

Oh ! had this breaſt ne'er felt ambition's flame! 

Nor, vainly, panted for that bauble fame ; 

O were I callous to thoſe ſyren charms |! 

But ſafe repos d in love and HUNTLEY's arms, 
Oo 
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Enjoy'd thoſe tranquil ſcenes of pure delight, 
While Friendſhip crown'd the day, and Love the night ! 
Soft thro' life's quiet vale gone gently down, 

And the world's cares in that dear boſom drown ; 
While ſmiling babes the bleſt abode would grace, 

In whom my HunTLEY's charms Pd fondly trace 
No bitter ſorrows ſhould that boſom move, 

Nor heave with ſighs, ſave thoſe of tender love, 
Fond love and ſweet content ſhould gild each morn, 
And eve with ſofter beams our bliſs adorn ! 


Now, horrid change! my HunTLEy's form appear? 
Pale, dumb with anguiſh, and deep drown'd in tears 
Methinks the haughty, cruel, King I ſee, 

Enjoy, with barb'rous pride, our miſery ; 

Glut his hard boſom with that tear-ſtain'd face, 

That ſhines more fweet, and dignifies diſtreſs !|— 
Soft, grateful forrows ! that for War etc flow, 

And he, far diſtant to relieve your woe 
Heart-rending thought !—no W arBtc, now, is near, 
To check each riſing ſigh, and drink each falling tear 
That cruel comfort Fortune won't beſtow, 

Soft in each other's breaſt to lull the ſtings of woe, 
Th' inſulting tyrant ſcorns the tender ſigh 

Or only views thee with a lawleſs eye. 
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Heav'ns ! ſhould the villain lure thee to his arms |— 
O! ſhould the wretch but taſte that Heav'n of charms ! 
Then might I ſlumber in eternal peace, 

Nor witneſs thy dire wrongs, nor my diſgrace ! 

But Heav'n, in pity, would my pafigs redreſs, 

And ſnatch an Angel from th' accurs'd embrace, 
Yet, O! forgive the raſh, the impious thought 

*T was Love, twas jealouſy to madneſs wrought ! 

Tho' Love, and all the Graces breath'd around, 

Thy looks, thy voice, the villain would confound : 
Bright, conſcious honour proves its own defence, 

And ſmiles, ſecure *gainſt vice and infolence. 

Yet think, my HUNTLEY, tho' thy tender breaſt 
Streams for thy WarBEC, with fierce pangs oppreſt ; 
Yet, tho' he caus'd thoſe beauteous eyes to flow, 

And ſwell d that faithful heart with ſighs of woe; 
Think now what tortures his rack'd ſoul ſuſtains, 
While blood-ſtain'd ſorrows bathe his clanking chains 
Thy woes all fiercely vibrate thro' his heart, 

And grief whets ſharper a new venom'd dart ; 

O! think, 'twas Love, twas bright Ambition's flame, 
"Twas Love feduc'd thee in a borrow'd name 


Ne'er would my HuNTLEr, tho? belov'd ſo dear, 
Eer think on WAR BEc in his humble ſphere, | 
00 2 
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Tho! to a throne I urg d my vent'rous way, 

That hand ſo juſtly would a ſceptre ſway, 

Tho' Heav'n and fame deny'd the proud requeſt, 
Love gave a ſofter throne in HUunTLEy's breaſt , 
*Twas this that fir'd my ſoul to deeds of fame, 

By glorious acts to eternize my name, 

High on a throne my heav'nly bride to view, 

Not leſs by birth- right than by charms her due. 
The borrow'd title, proudly, I'd diſown, 

And build my fame on glory's baſe alone: 

My charmer's ſelf ſhould bleſs the dear deceit, 
While love and fortune on her War Bec wait: 
The glorious hazard would enhance the prize, 
And Heav'n and Love ſtill beam from HunTLEr's eyes 
Yet ne'er could tyrant pow'r, or tortures, wreſt 
The fatal ſecret from my faithful breaſt ; ; 
Long time fierce Poynings' cruel cunning fail'd, 
But Love and HunTLEY o'er my ſoul prevail'd. 


Farewell! then, dreams of grandeur, always vain ! 
Your memory new whets the ſtings of pain ; 
O! horror to reflection ne er I'll prove 
Bright days of glory, and ſoft nights of Love 
Beneath the axe I meet a ſhameful doom, 
Torn from love's breaſt, and bright in manhood's bloom 
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Yet Love, whoſe pow'r ſhall claim my lateſt breath, — 
That nouriſh'd life] ſhall ſmooth the bed of death 
My Aſtley too the ſame dire fate ſhall find, — 

In life united, nor in death disjoin'd ! 

My friend muſt ſuffer for my guilty flame ! 

And love and friendſhip blend their living ſtream ! 


Yet future Ages ſhall His fate bemoan, 
Who made proud Henry tremble on his throne 
Forgive thoſe errors that from glory flow'd, 
Thoſe fiery workings of the mettled blood; 
Pity the Youth ambitjon's flame inſpir'd, 
Whom Love firſt kindled, and my HunTLEer fird } 
Perhaps ſome Fair, who reads the tender line, 
Whoſe heart has heav'd in uniſon with thine, 
Soft, o'er the page that breathes our hapleſs flame, 
The tear of beauty and of love ſhall ſtream ! 
And while her eyes with pity's drops o'erflow, 
Shall loſe her own in mine and HunTLEer's woe 


And now, my Love, receive this laſt adieu, 
Warm from a ſoul, that long has bled for you. 
I feel what pangs that tender breaſt ſhall tear ;— 
Thy piercing ſorrows vibrate on mine ear | 
Yet ſharper pains that melting ſoul ſhall know, 
Nor War UnC's death compleat your term of woe 
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Our unborn babe a cruel fate muſt prove, 

Thy laſt ſole comfort of expiring love 

My HuNnTLEY's child ſhall ſhare her WarBec's doom, 
Torn from thy boſom to the cruel tomb ! 

In vain you'll call on Heav'n with madd' ning cries,— 

My ſoul's laſt pledge's gore muſt gorge the tyrant's eyes 


No fear of death this callous breaſt alarms, — 
I dy'd, when HUNTLE v quit theſe helpleſs arms 
Theſe eyes, when from their gaze you laſt withdrew, 
Shut all creation out, fave Heav'n and you ! 
Yet thy dear portrait, treaſur d near my heart, 
Not ev'n in death ſhall from my fight depart ; 
Love's dying eyes ſhall view thee o'er and o'er, 
Till each bright feature can be trac'd no more, 
And HuNTLEr's heay'nly form be dim'd with War- 

BEC'S gore | 

Thy love ſhall arm me gainſt the ſtroke of death; 
Thy name ſhall tremble on my parting breath 
Then ſwift my ſoul ſhall wing its heav'n-ward flight, 
And wait its HUNTLEY in the realms of light !|— 
In thoſe bright regions where no care annoys, 
No tyrant threatens, and no love deſtroys, | 
My eager ſoul ſhall pant, with fond alarms, 
Till Angels waft thee to thy WaRBEC's arms 
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V E R 8 E 8, 
LEFT IN A GROTTO, NEAR BATH), 


FOR 


Miss LINLEY, Now Ms. SHERIDAN, 


WHOM THE AUTHOR WAS FEARFUL OF HAVING OFFENDED. 


By RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN, Esq, 


Uncovru is this moſs-cover'd GroTTo of ſtone, 
And damp is the ſhade of this dew-dripping tree; 

Yet I this rude GroTTo, with rapture, will own, 
And, willow, thy damps are refreſhing to me : 

For this is the ſpot where my De1.14 reclin'd, 

As late I, in ſecret, her confidence ſought ; 

And this is the tree kept her ſafe from the wind, 

As, bluſhing, ſhe heard the grave leſſon I taught. 
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Then tell me, thou GRoTTo of moſs-cover'd ſtone,— 
And tell me, thou willow, with leaves dripping dew, 

Did DEL 14 ſeem vex'd when HoraT1o was gone? 
And did ſhe confeſs her reſentment to you? 


Methinks, now, each bough, as you're waving it, tries 


To whiſper a cauſe for the ſorrow I feel; 
To hint how ſhe frown'd, when I dar'd to adviſe, 
And ſigh'd when ſhe ſaw that I did it with zeal. 


True, true, filly leaves, ſo ſhe did, I allow; 
She frown'd, but no rage in her looks could I ſee; 
She frown'd, but reflection had clouded her brow ;— 
She ſigh'd, but, perhaps, *twas in pity to me 
Then wave thy leaves briſker, thou willow of woe, 
I tell thee, no rage in her looks could I ſee: 
I cannot,—I will not, believe it was ſo ; 
She was not,—ſhe could not be angry with me ! 


For well did the know that my heart meant no wrong; 
It ſunk at the thought of but giving her pain ; 

But truſted it's taſk to a faultering tongue, 
Which err'd from the feelings it could not explain. 
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Yet, oh! if, indeed, I've offended the maid ; 
If DeL1a my humble monition refuſe ; 
Sweet willow, the next time ſhe viſits thy ſhade, 
Fan gently her boſom, and plead my excuſe. 
And thou, ſtony GrorT, in thy arch, may'ſt preſerve 
Two lingering drops of the night-fallen dew ; 
And juſt let them fall at her feet, and they'll ſerve 
As tears of my ſorrow intruſted to you. | 


Or, leaſt they, unheeded, ſhould fall at her feet, 
Let them fall on her boſom of ſnow ; and, I ſwear, 
The next time J viſit thy moſs-cover'd ſeat, 
P'll pay thee each drop with a genuine tear. 
So may'ſt thou, green willow, for ages, thus, toſs 
Thy branches, fo lank, o'er the ſlow- winding ſtream ; 
And thou, ſtony GroTTo, retain all thy mots, 
While yet there's a poet to make thee his theme. 


Nay more—may my DE LA ftill give thee her charms, 


Each ev'ning, and, ſometimes, the whole ev'ning long; 


Then, GRroTTo, be proud to ſupport her white arms, 
Then, Willow, wave all thy green tops to her ſong. 
| Pp 
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E E G Y 


ON THE DEATH OF 


Miss CAROLINE CAMPBELL, 


DAUGHTER OF THE Rr. HON, LORD WILLIAM CAMPBELL, 


By GENERAL CONWAY, 


SINCE 'tis the will of all- diſpoſing Heav'n, 

To ſeize the boon its kinder hand had giv'n ; 
Whether on earth thy friendly ſpirit rove, 

Midſt the once happy partners of thy love; 

Scenes where thy yirtues reign'd, thy talents ſhone, 
And fond affection made each heart thy own ; 
Or, bounding ſwift, has wing'd its airy flight 

To the pure regions of eternal light; 
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Look down, fair Saint, and, Oh! with pity ſee, 
Where ſad remembrance lifts each thought to thee, 
Accept the heaving ſigh, the trickling tear 

The laſt, beſt off rings of a heart ſincere. 

What though no coſtly hecatombs ſhould bleed, 
Nor lengthen'd train in ſable pomp fucceed ; 

Y et ſhall the ſweeteſt flow'rs thy grave adorn, 
Waſh'd by the kindlieſt tears of dewy morn. 
There ſhall each friend, thy heav'nly virtues made, 
With pious dirge, invoke thy gentle ſhade; 

Like fragrant incenſe the ſoft breath ſhall riſe 

And ſmooth thy paſſage to thy kindred ſkies. 


Severely kind, Oh, why did adverſe fate 
Grant ſuch vaſt bounties with ſo ſcant a date? 
Give ſuch ſweet fragrance to this ſhort-liv'd flow'r,— 
The virtues of an age, to laſt an hour! 

It gave her wit might grace a Muſe's tongue, 

The charm of numbers, and the power of ſong : 

Th angelick touch to ſtrike the trembling ftring, 

And tune ſuch notes as its own ſeraphs ſing. 

But Oh ! o'er bounteous, with that ſacred art, 

It gave each nicer movement to the heart : 

And her ſoft breaſt, with ſtrong ſenſation fir'd, 

Felt the keen impulſe which thoſe arts inſpy'd. 
Pp2 
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Too great a portion of celeſtial flame 

Strain'd the frail texture of her weaker frame; 
The ſubtle fire, too powerful, forc'd its way 
Thro' the ſoft yielding mould of mortal clay; 
As the clear air in cryſtal prifon pent, 

Oft burſts its fair but brittle tenement ; 

While in the duſt the glitt'ring fragments lie, 
The purer zther gains its native ſky. 


Ere the ſtern ſiſters cut the vital thread, 
I ſaw, and kiſs'd her on the fatal bed, 
Juſt as her gentle ſpirit took its flight, 
And her faint eye-lids clos'd in endleſs night 
No ſtrong convulſions ſhook her parting breath ; 
No tremors mark'd the cold approach of death : 
Her heart {till heav'd, with vital ſpirit warm, 
And each ſoft feature wore its wonted charm. 


Ah me! in this perplexing maze of fate, + 
This doubtful, erring, varying, reſtleſs ſtate ; 
Though guilt, with ſwelling fail, elate, ſhall ſteer, 
With pomp and pleaſure crown'd, its full career 
Tho' worth like thine no pitying pow'r ſhall fave, 
From ſickneſs, pain, and an untimely grave: 
Yet ſtay, raſh mortal, nor preſume to ſcan, 


By thy imperfe& rule, th' Almighty's plan. 
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Oh ! cenſure not his ſov'reign, high beheſt, 

But, proſtrate, own—<« Whatever is, is beſt.” 
Judgment's the part of Heaven; ſubmiſſion, thine ; 
We may lament ; but we muſt not repine. 

Each has his lot, for ſo does Heav'n ordain, 

His ſtated ſhare of happineſs and pain: 

And mortals, beſt, its juſt commands fulfil, 

When they enjoy the good, and, patient, bear the ill. 


0 2 E, 


TRANSLATED FROM MN 


AN AC R EE ON. 
Br C. 8. WI L L I AMS, Ex 


A MIRROR, vith reflected light, 
To give my image to your ſight, 
Wou'd that I were; perhaps a veſt, 
To fold around thy taper waiſt. 

My ſportive fancy, now, wou'd lave 
My charmer in an azure wave 

My fragrance, now, I would diſpenſe, 
And charm with ſweets thy raviſh'd ſenſe ; 
Wou' d ſome indulgent God, my Fair, 
Entwine me in your flowing hair 

Nor yet content, I wou'd be bound, 

Ye Gods ! that ſnowy neck around ; 

A flipper on your foot I'd be, 

Inſtead of preſling, preſs d by thee. 
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T 0 


A L A D oo 
IN THE COUNTRY. 


By THE SAME, 


VW H AT various charms AsPas14 ſhows, 


$ Now burns as fire, now melts as ſnows, 


Yet each new grace with diff rent art, 
Seizes the ſenſe, enſlaves the heart; 
Each riſing charm, with wonder view, 
Tho' always changing, ever new. 
Thus the tulip's annual pride, 

To female beauty near ally'd ; 

This year, ſhe vaunts her glofly blue ; 
Next, bluſhes with a crimſon hue. 
Say, can the World in thee withſtand, 
The Graces of Apelles' hand? - 
Yet not a form, but mind admire, 

A ſpark of pure celeſtial fire, 
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Which like the eagle's piercing eye, 

At once doth Heav'n and Earth deſcry: 
Why then a certain triumph ſhun-?— 
Does the bold falcon fly the ſun ? 

That radiant ſenſe, angelic mien, 

& To be admir'd, needs but be ſeen.” 
Thus when the Queen of Love, that Iſle, 
Where nought but ſpring and zephyrs ſmile, 
Idalia, viſits; Cyprus' plains, 

Where Love's dominion boundleſs reigns ; 
Around the Queen, her vot'ries throng, 
And with loud pxans raiſe the ſong. 
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Inis UA ODE | 


TO THE 


Br WILLIAM PRESTON, Es. M. R. I. A. 


Crancerui orb, myſterious pow'r, 
Look from the meridian tow'r, 
Where, with thy lov'd Endimion biding, 
Morpheus keeps 
The fount of dewy ſleeps, 
The boy's ſoft eyes in downy trances hiding, 
Qq 
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And wreaths around his head 
No common flow'rs, that bright and gay 
Court Aurora's wanton ray, 
Or bold and obvious o'er the field 
To vagrant gales their flaunting boſoms yield; 
But flow'rs, a ſacred birth, that chaſtly bloom, 
Drink the moiſture of the gloom, 
And in the morn expire, within their virgin bed ; 
Or bands of vapour light 
As Goflamer, and white 
As drifted ſnow, 
And lucid as the dawn, 
Or gaily-tinctur'd fillets drawn 
From Heav'n's aſſuring bow. 


Changeful orb, the ſong inſpire, 
Deſcant bold, unwonted fire; 
Let the numbers range, like thee 
In harmoniz'd variety; 
Let me feel thy potent ſpell, 
Let thy magic influence dwell 
On my brain, | 
And vibrate thoughts, and kindle words, 
And teach the full-reſounding chords, 
To ſpeak the wonders of thy proud domain. 
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When ſeated, like a youthful queen, 


By meaner beauties circled round, 
Midſt heav'nly choirs in ſtate majeſtic ſeen, 
Thou com'ſt with light imperial crown'd, 
The ſpirits, that with guiding band 
Planets roll, and ſtars command, 

Pour the choral warblings wide, 

Bid the deep melodious tide 
From orb to orb, from ſphere to ſphere, 
The floating waves of mutic bear; 

The liquid notes thro' ſpace unbounded thrill, 
And ſun and earth and ſtars the diapaſon fill. 


From the golden fount of morn, 
Riſing with repleniſh'd horn 
. To pour the floods of undulating light, 
O'er the level plains of night; 
Thou doſt, with divided care, 
Thrid the mazy path in air; 

And now thy ſiſter earth with fond affection tend, 
Now to the ſun with humble rev'rence bend, 
And oft return, with kind delay, 

And often ſeek, as lovers ule, 


Some amorous excuſe, 


Near the kindred orb to ſtay. 
242 
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Hark ! thy pied courſers beat 
The ſtarry-pav'd retreat, 
With ſounding hoof, and roll'd thro* many a cloud 
That the ſilver axles ſhroud, 
Half reveal'd, 
Half conceal d, 
Thy glitt'ring chariot moves from far; 
While, beneath, in frolick maze, 
Glancing quick the meteor plays, 


And elemental ſquadrons ruſh to war. 
It moves, it daſhes round the treaſures 
Of future miſt, and hail, and ſtorm, and rain 
Heap'd along th' etherial plain. 
Lightly o'er the ſky 
Diſperſt they fly, 
Or ſeeking earth in gentleſt ſhow'rs, 
Bathe, but bruiſe not vernal flow'rs, 
And feed Pomona's hope, and ſhepherd's luſty pleaſures. 


Oft in thy path thou meet'ſt the wain of night; 
| At firſt, with wild affright, 
She ſtays her duſky team, 
Fearful, leſt the God of Day, 


With rude uſurping beam, 
© up Had ruſh'd, to ſeize her old legitimate ſway ; 
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But ſoon diſcerns, in thee, 
Th' aſſociate of her reign, 
Or th' illimitable waſte domain; 
And now, from terror free, 
In gratulation bland, 
Her dewy gifts ſhe pours, with bounteous hand. 
Diſtill'd from baneful flow'rs, 
The tribute falls in chilly ſhow'rs. 
From ſteaming mine, or putrid fen, 
From noiſome cells of dying men, 
The city's croud, the reeking forge, 
The cavern'd vent, where inward flames diſgorge, 
Empoiſon'd elements ariſe, 
Night, along th' expanſive ſkies, 
In urns of lead collects them all, 
Concenter'd bane, on earth to fall; 
The cold ſolanum, deadly yew 
Circled round with vapours blue, 
And ev'ry plant that Colchos knew, 
The copious ſeeds of evil drain 
By thee ſublim'd ;—each verdant vein 
Labours with juice malign and dark, 
That taints the vital flood, and kills the genial ſpark 


Many a ſubtile ſprite 
Floats in thy magic light, 
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Sailing wanton here and there, 
Touching wide at ev'ry ſphere ; 
* And, as the bee, with chemic pow'r, 
Some virtue draws from ev'ry flow'r, 
Each, in his voyage, thro? the deeps on high, 
From ev'ry lucid orb that rolls along the ſky, 
Myſterious charms, and ſtellar things 
Of high pervading influence brings, 
Then ſtoops for good or ill to men, 
And thro? their pores 
Inſtils the wonder-working ſtores ; 
They nimbly courſe, they throb, they beat, 
Thro' ev'ry vital ſeat; 
Swifter than glancing thought 
Some ſtrange effect is wrought, 
That calculation ſhames, and ſtudy's vauntive ken. 


When thou would'ſt thy poiſons blend, 
And on earth infection ſend, 
By the halo round 
- In a magic circle bound, 
Thy beams retire 
And, mix'd and temper'd there 
With exhalations breath'd from Saturn's ſphere, 
Contagious blaſt and livid death tranſpire. 


( 303) 


But now, on milder purpoſe bent, 
Thou bid'ſt the noxious damps recede, 
And forth thy gracious meſſengers are ſent, 
With ſilver light to clothe the mead; 
Along the dewy green, 
Where fairy prints are ſeen, 

Along the mountain's hoary ſide, 
Along the ſtreams that ſmoothly glide, 
Oer the hamlet, o'er the lea, 

O' er the gently ſwelling ſea, 
Where they tremble, where they play; 
O'er the ſpire, and caſtle grey, 
The waving trees, the ſullen waſte, 
Thy beams, a gorgeous robe, their floating tiſſue caſt. 


To thee the ſcreech-ow!l cries, 
The wolf to thee, and all the tribes of prey 
That ſhun the honeſt day, 
And ſhrink from human eyes. 
They call thee not to gild the midnight hour ; 
They deprecate thy pow'r; 
They call thee, with a duſky cloud, 
Thy beauteous face to ſhroud; 
*Till the nightly ſpoil is won, 
Till the feaſt of blood is done, 
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Till the hand of ſleep is ſpread 
Oer the eye- ball glaring red, 

And deep within his den the glutted ſavage lies. 
Nor beaſts alone that prowl for food, 
More ſavage men thine influence feel : 
Thy virgin preſence daunts 
The robber, in his haunts; 

Th' aſſaſſin ſtays th' uplifted ſteel, 
And, when he ſees the victim nigh, 
And when the poniard thirſts for blood, 
Smote by thy ſacred eye, 

He feels an icy dart 
Transfix his coward heart, 

And flies. 


At thine awful call, 
From their wat'ry hall, 
Where pillar'd waves ſuſtain the dome, 
And fretted vaults of ſculptur'd foam ; 
The riſing Tritons pipe around, 
Their ſiſter Nereids at the ſound advance, 
They join in myſtic dance, 
And roll the treaſures of the vaſt profound, 
An off ring due to thee, 
Whate'er thine influence be, 
Apparent queen, 
Of ſpells, and myſtic works, and witchery unſeen. 
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Ha !—it flaſhes on my brain— 
Give me give ſome horrid ſtrain.— 
Th' incumbent air confeſſes 
The baneful freight, 
Of lunar beams, 
Shot forth in viewleſs ſtreams ; 
And, with unwonted weight, 
The brain to chaos preſſes. 
Ether falls —it cruſhes 
Thought the blood with tide unequal ruſhes, 
 Hurried, hurried thro' the veins, 
Throbs, and wild tumultuous pains, 
Fiercely thrilling, keenly beating, 
With infernal ardours heating 
And now—ſubſiding to a leaden flow 
Still and languid, cold and low, 
The black infected fluids feebly creep, 
Like thoſe Lethean ſtreams, where ghoſts for ever weep. 


Madneſs, with her moody band, 
Owns thy pleni-lunar hand; 
Her matted locks in wild amazement ſtare ; 
With fiery red her eye-balls glare; 
Her mouth ſuffus'd with bloody foam, 
In airy voids her glances roam 
Rx 
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To ſeek the forms of pain; 
And ah! no voids to madneſs - ſhe 
Peoples them all with dire variety; | 
Demons circle round her head, 
Harpies tend her thorny bed, 
And lakes of fire expand, and ſeas of blood, 
And fury paſſions jar, 
With wild tempeſtuous war, 

And ſhapeleſs horrors riſe, and ſhades that kill, 
And ever-varying clouds of nameleſs ill, 
Along the dire horizon brood : 

A thouſand forms of guilt, remorſe and pain, 
All hideous hateful things compoſe her ſullen reign, 
Stranger to repoſe, 

A deadly pale her hollow cheek o'erflows ; 
Smote by the ſummer's ſun and winter's wind, 
The reſtleſs corſe with eager famine pin'd ; 
And now, with rending hand her hair ſhe graſps, 
Now to her naked breaſt the galling chain ſhe claſps. 

Madneſs, I know thee by thy yell, 
Eldeſt born of hell. 


Oft, at midnight hour, 
Madneſs, I've mus'd beſide thy bow'r. _ 
The walls preclude the human fight, 

The roof alone receives the light; 


„ 


From the living tomb, 

'Thro' the ſilent gloom, 
Faintly darts a fickly gleam ; 
The nightly taper ſends a beam, 
To mark the chamber of diſmay, 
Where, remov'd from light of day, 
The tortur'd wretch is bound; 
No parent, friend, or conſort nigh, 
No foothing hand, no pitying eye, 
The clanging whips reſound, 
The horrid keeper's frown is there, 
The ſhrieks of rage, and pain, and fear ; 


O piteous was that moan | 


And now, a deeper groan 
Succeeds the ſtruggle of impriſon'd breath, 
The long drawn note of agonizing death. 


Pauſe, oh! pauſe, thou din of fear; 
Thro' the darkneſs gliding mild, 
Far other ſtrains I hear, 
| Sweet as woodland notes and wild; 
Strange melody—they ſink - and now they ſwell ; 
Tales of unconſcious miſery they tell; 
' Burſts of fairy muſic flow, 
Softly ſoothing ſounds impart 
Pangs, that harrow up the heart, 
More than ſhricks of woe, 
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More, than conflicting nature's cry, 
When direſt forms of death are nigh ; 
When torments ſearch the quiv'ring vein, 
And weary life contends with pain; 
They tell, how very ſoon, 
In happy being's noon, 
In vernal beauty's roſeat pride, 
When hope with promiſe warm, 
And pleaſure's halcyon charm, 
In ſmiling proſpect, ſhow'd the level tide ; 
A ſultry blight, a livid flame, 
Devouring madneſs came, 
And challeng'd for her own the bud of youth, 
And teeming gems of piety and truth, 

And bade- her ruthleſs demons rave, 
With hurried ravage, thro' the gentle mind, 
And tear that breaſt, by Heav'n aſſign'd, 

The fair unſullied ſhrine of innocent love. 


But frenzy chief, with fierce controul, 
Goads, goads the tuneful ſoul ; 
Lo! by her hand, in ſhiver'd fragments hurl'd, 
The ſacred mirror, that expreſt 
The maker's image, full confeſt, 
In faireſt forms of this ſublunar world 
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The feelings all in outrage borne 
The wond'rous net perplex'd and torn, 
Where mem'ry erſt, by genius taught, 

Immortal viſions caught; 
A viewleſs train, the furies ſpread 
Their mantle o'er the poet's head ; 


Hell-painted texture, warping round 
A curtain cloſe, a gloom profound 
With horrid ſtrains all holy things they chace, 
And pour th' expanſive veil o'er nature's goodly face. 
No more, the mind, with grateful change, 
Th' ideal train arrays 
Fancy no more, in ample range, 
With young creation plays; 
One dread unvaried form is nigh, 

And fills, for ever fills the faſcinated eye. 


Oh ! dim eclipſe of reaſon's light 
Diſaſtrous night 
Without all hope of day! 

When o'er the moon terreſtrial ſhades prevail, 
And plunge in blood her viſage pale, 
With pious hand a votive croud 
Claſh the pealing cymbal loud, 
To free the ſtruggling ray 
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And ſolemn ſtrains, and mutter'd ſpells reſound, 

To chace the ſpirits of the vaſt profound, 
That riſe, with impious pow'r, 
To ſeize her hallow'd bow'r, 
And give the realms of night to Stygian ſhades a prey 
But ſay, what ſtrain ſhall wiſdom find, 
What ſpell, to free th” eclipſing mind? 
That Hebrew minſtrel's hand of yore, 
The troubled ſpirit could reſtore, 
The virtuous numbers flow'd like precious balm, 
And o'er the wounded foul diffus'd an holy calm; 
They flow no more. 


O Moox ! thy radiant ſtreams I drink, 
Awake to feel, and calm to think, 
I ſee thine orb of filver wan e, 
I ſee thee fill thy creſcent horn, 

I ſee thee chaſe the ſtarry train, 
Slowly melting into morn, 
Enjoy thy charms, and hail thy ray, 
Free from the terrors of thy ſway : 
But ſhould'ſt thou in thy future path, 
Behold me mark'd by heav'nly wrath, 
A ſpectacle, to ſhow mankind 
The melancholy waſte of ruin'd mind ; 
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Should madneſs come, with horrid phantaſms fraught, 
To taint the ſource of thought; 
And blear illuſions ſenſe invade, 
And notions vain the mind o'erſhade, 
Soon may thy ſilken luſtre wave 
O'er my new-made grave. 
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THE © 


REPENTANCE or PASSION. 
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Anp does my HARRIEx ſtill adhere, 
Too wear Affliction's garb alone? 
Still does ſhe hold her Spoiler dear, 
And prize his peace who broke her own ? 
Still will ſhe ſtrive his pangs to heal, 
Who all her youthful honours tore, 
And near his pillow conſtant kneel, 
When ev'ry pow'r to pleaſe is o'er ? 


SHE. 


And does my Love, unkind, ſuppoſe 
I &er:would leave his lonely bed? 
Forſake the youth my heart has choſe, 
And fly, becauſe his health has fled ? 
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And will he, ſunk in ſad deſpair, 
Believe his HARRIE YH loves no more; 

Or think, while ſhe can ſooth one care, 
That ev'ry pow'r to pleaſe is o'er ? 


He. 


Ah l ceaſe to ſooth my woe-worn head 
Shun the ſad wretch thou can't not fave 3 
Nor hover round that guilty bed 
Where martyr'd Virtue found its grave: 
Here ſunk the glories of thy youth, 
Each blooming honour doom'd to fall; 
Here, Treachery triumph'd over Truth, 
And here, ſtern Death ſhall expiate all: 


SHE. 


Ah! ceaſe to wound my heart anew |! 

Still if thou bend'ſ at ſorrow's ſhrine, 
Again thy HARRIE TH thou'lt undo, 

For HarR1ET's life is wrapp'd in thine;— 
Had I ten thouſand wrongs endur'd, 

And that lov'd cheek one tear let fall, 


That fingle tear each pang had cur'd ; 
One tender figh would expiate all. 
88s 
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O ſpurn me !—Caſe thy heart in ſteel— 
Give juſt reſentment all its force ; 
Nor, by ſuch kindneſs, make me feel 
The torture of fevere remorſe ; 
Why, in life's early happy day, 
When health and joy gave means to bleſs ; 
Why did I heedleſs turn away, 
From her who lov'd to ſuch exceſs ? 


SHE. 


Lament no more, my boſom's friend ;— 

Thy errors paſt, thy cares ſhould ceaſe ; 
Corroding thought awhile ſuſpend, 

And nurtur'd Hope, ſhall teem with peace; 
Thy kind, thy gentle Harrier ſues, 

Clings round thy arm with fond careſs ; 
Nature will every fault excuſe, 

And fweetly pardon love's exceſs. | 


He. 


Too tender, too relenting fair ! 
My fault can never be forgot ; 
Unpitying Love would ſcorn my pray'r 
And injur'd Nature owns me not ; 
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When, in the fond ingenuous hour, 
Thy native tenderneſs was ſhown, 

How did I meanly ſport with pow'r, 
Betray thy love, and ſhame my own. 


SHE. 


Hear me, thou perſevering man 
Hear, what thy HARRIETH firmly ſwears — 
If courted death muſt be thy plan, 
Remember, *twill but prelude hers ;— 
Here will the wait thy final doom— 
Then drench'd in tears, and deſp'rate grown, | 
Stretch'd o'er thy corſe, in life's firſt bloom, 


Forget thy love, and end her own. 


HR. 


3 * 
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Lend me thy aid, to combat Fate ; 
For thy dear fake I'll ſtrive to live; 
Draw near me—help, oh ! *tis too late | 
That the laſt kiſs I now can give: 
Wan is the cheek you oft have preſt, | 
And dim thoſe eyes you lov'd fo well; | 
And the hard pang that rends my breaſt, 
My flatt'ring tongue can ſcarcely tell. 
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Here—on this boſom, reſt thy head— 
Speak—look upon me—breathe once more— 

His pulſe is ſtill oh God ! he's dead— | 
Fate do thy worſt—the confli&t's o'er. 


Weep for their wwoes, ye tender feru— 
Youll pity what you feel fo well ; 

My humble pen but paints for you ; 
How juft—the trickling tear foal tell, 
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ON THE DEATH OF 


A YOUNG GENTLEMAN, 


OF EMINENT TALENTS, BUT DISSOLUTE IN HIS LIFg, 


By A YOUNG LADY. 


A H! matt thou THrRs1s unregarded die, 
Nor from one boſom ſteal one pitying ſigh ! 


From thy ſad exit thouſands ſhall receive, 

A better leſſon than thy life could give; 
Admir'd and flatter'd by the rich and gay, 

Thy life, unthinking,—idly paſt away. 

Oft, in the whirl of folly, haſt thou been, 

The firſt to mingle in the giddy ſcene | 

Ott did thy wit, with brilliant luſtre, ſhine 
Bright as the poliſh'd produce of the mine 

But faireſt flow'rs by wintry blaſts will die, 

And Fame's proud vot'ries in the grave mult lie 


. 


Death views, with ſcorn, the joys which mortals prize; 
Nor gold, nor grandeur, charm his ſavage eyes. 
Whene'er he comes, a deſolated band 

Weep round the couch and at the pillow ſtand ; 

But weep in vain the unrelenting pow'r, 

With cruel ſwiftneſs, ſpeeds the fatal hour ! 


Short was the time for re collection giv'n, | : 
And ſhort the period to prepare for heav'n 

In that dread moment, when the vital fire 

Shone faintly dim as ready to expire, 

Could thy bright talents balmy comfort bring, 
Rob Death of terrors and the Grave of ſting, 
Point a ſmooth paſſage to the ſilent tomb; 

Or open pleaſures in a world to come - 
Ah ! theſe are vain, for, hourly, we are told + 
That Death regards not beauty, wit or gold | 
Wealth, which o'er all things elſe exerts its ſway, 
Muſt the ſtern Tyrant's ſtronger pow'r obey !— 
Death levels all, and in the gloomy grave 
Humbles the haughty monarch with the ſlave! 


To Turrs1s mem'ry leta tear be giv'n, 
For meek-ey d Charity was ſent from heav'n, 
And for his death ſhall youths and virgins ſigh; 
And aged matrons wipe the tearful eye. 
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Then look around and think that life is vain, 
A ſcene of care, anxiety and pain 

But fear, like him, to meet an early tomb; 
And ruſh from life in beauty's faireſt bloom. 
And, ſhould we give to human reas'ning way, 
His mental pow'rs had claim'd a longer ſtay : 
But Heav'n beſt knows to fix our mortal ſpan, 
And point the date to, oft, misjudging man ;— 
To blaſt the roſe &er half its ſweets are known, 
And crop the flow'r before *tis fully blown |! 
Beauty is vain and wit a tranſient blaze, 

*Tis pure Religion lives the life of praiſe 
Secures our hopes and ſeats our proſpects high, 
Seals our pretenſions to our native ſky, 


On ev'ry coaſt, in ev'ry varying clime, 
Withſtands the wreck of all-ſubduing Time, 
Lives in the heart, ſupports when ills aflail, 
And ſmooths the roughneſs of the adverſe gale, | 
Can blunt the ſhaft which keen Misfortune throws 
And huth the ſob of Anguiſh to repoſe ! 

Vain are all tears, and vain our longeſt ſpan ; 

For Virtue, only,—is the friend of Man ! 

From thy moſt awful exit, may we learn 

To prize the time that never will return ! 

To uſe thoſe moments which ſo ſwiftly fly, | 
And &er we know to live propoſe to die. 
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Ma. JACKS ON, or Exuras, 


BT PETER PINDAR, Esq, 


ENCHANTING Harmoniſt | the art is thine, 
Unmatch'd to pour the ſoul-diſſolving air, 

That ſeems poor weeping Virtue's hymn divine, 

Soothing the wounded boſom of Deſpair ! 


O ſay, what Minſtrel of the ſky hath givin 
To ſwell the dirge, ſo muſically lorn ? 


Declare, hath dove-ey'd Pity left her Heav'n, 
And lent thy happy hand her lyre to mourn ? 


So ſad,—thy ſongs of hopelefs hearts complain, 
Love, from his Cyprian iſle, prepares to fly; 
He haſtes to liſten to thy tender ſtrain, 
And learn from thee, to breathe a ſweeter ſigh. 
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THE DEC NE. 
WRITTEN DURING THE ADMINISTRATION OF, AND INSCRIBED ro, 


HIS EXCELLENCY 
JOHN Eart or, BUCKINGHAMSHIRE. 


Br CHRISTOPHER TEMPLE EMMET, ESG. 


Hicn enthron'd, in godlike ſtate, 
Riſing from the watry plain, g 

Mighty Neptune ſat, elate; 
Neptune's trident ſhook the main. 


Dazzling glory, round his head, 
Beam'd a blaze of orient dight; 

Mermaids left their ſea-green bed, 
Gaily, rob'd in azure bright. = 

Tt | q 


( 322.) 


In their ſhells, blue Tritons rode 
Round their monarch's watry car 
Naiads hymn'd a nautic ode, 
And the ſhores reſounded far. 


Then, ſweet Sirens, gently, ſung 

% Rule, BRITANNIA, rule the waves !” 
And reſponſive Tritons rung 
« Britons never ſhall be ſlaves.” 


Diſtant valleys caught the ſound, 
On a ſwelling ſurge convey'd, 

And the ſportive Echoes round, 
Tuneful, lent their mimic aid. 


Ere the notes well dy'd away, 
Lo! a beauteous form aroſe, 


Zephyrs, ſoft, began to play, 
Soft as new-born April blows. 


Dreſt, ſhe ſtood in vernal green, 
Floating, looſely, to the wind; 
At her ſide, an harp was ſeen, 
And her hair flow'd looſe behind. 
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Careleſs, circling round her head, 
Gather'd freſh from off the plain, 
T hree-leav'd graſs compos'd a braid ;— 
Gayer dreſs may ſuit the vain. 


Soft, ſhe ſtruck her trembling lyre ; 
Soft, the warbling notes were play'd ; 
Soft, addrefling then her ſire, 
Thus the mild-ey'd beauty faid. 


«© Ne'er be BRITAIN's honours faded, 

« Long, may BRITAIN rule the main, 
« Long, her flag fly, undegraded, 

« Dread of France and haughty Spain. 


ce May ſhe humble ev'ry foe, 
« May her honours ever riſe, 

« Still, in greatneſs, may ſhe grow, 
« May her glories reach the ſkies. 


« Happy, thus, that ſhe is great, 
« Happy, thus, that ſhe is free, 
« May I, humbly, aſk what Fate 
« Has reſolv'd on, touching me ?” 
Tt2 


( 324 ) 


Neptune wav'd his hoary head, 
Tritons trembled at his nod, 

Ocean ſhrunk beneath its bed, 
Nature felt the lab'ring God. 


Pauſing, then, at length, he cry'd 
«© BRITAIxN's monarchs long ſhall reign, 
& Long her fleets, in triumph, ride, 
_« Neptune's bulwarks, on the main. 


« But if ere, in thoughtleſs hour, 
4 Freedom's rights ſhe ſhall invade, 
« Struck with luſt of lawleſs pow'r, 
« BRITAIN's laurels, then, ſhall fade. 


&« Vainly, then, her fleets ſhall roam, 
« Half mankind, combin'd, her foes ; 
tc She may ſtrike - but not ſtrike home; 
% Heav'n itſelf ſhall blaſt her roſe. 


« Older, ſtronger, mark'd by Fate, 
« Hers it is to rule the main, 

« Nor do thou the humbler ſtate, — 
« Stiller joys of life, diſdain. 


( 325 ) 
© BRITAIN, in that higher ſphere, 
* Muſt ten thouſand ills endure, 
“ Whilſt, diveſt of anxious care, « 
«© You may ſit and ſmile ſecure. 


« But ſhould BRITAIN ere forget 
« What to Siſters” claims are due, 

% Madly, ſhould ſhe ever threat 5 ' 
« Tyrant laws, or force, to you; 


« Should ſhe ever claim a right, 
© IrELAnD'scommerce to reſtrain, 
« Should ſhe ere preſume, by might, 
Such oppreflion to maintain ;— 9 


c In that day, her doom is ſeal'd; 
« By that act, her charter void, 

« Heav'n's condition'd grant repeal'd, 
« Heav'n's intended boon deſtroy'd ; 


cc Tn that day—tis ſo decreed, 

« Letter'd large, enroll'd by Fate, 
| « You to BRITAIN ſhall ſucceed, 
« Yours ſhall be the riſing State.” 


| 
| 
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c Oh! far diſtant be the day,” 
Quick, the mild-ey'd Maid reply'd, 


tc Ne'erlet BRI TAIx's pow'r decay 
« Ne er be BRI TAIN's title try d. 


& Neer let wrongs her honour ſtain, 
« Still, her ſway let Bx1Tain keep 
cc In her ſtead ſhould IRtLAnD reign, 
& IRELAND in that pomp would weep. 4 


Never may I ſo be prais'd, / 
cc Never ſo obtain renown ;— 

* If on BRITAIN's ruin raig'd, 
« I reject the proffer'd crown.“ 


« What Jove wills muſt be obey'd, 
« What Jove wills is ever beſt,” 


= Neptune faid, with voice diſmay'd, 
Alnad, in ſorrow, ſmote his breaſt. 


„ Hark !—methinks, I hear the word; 

„ Hark I—methinks, the loud alarm; | 

* See {—oh, ſee l the half drawn ſword ! E . 
« See! the half upliſted amm OS 


* 
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« Right, provok'd by wrong exceeding, 
« Dreſt in Terror's garb appears; 

c Oh, how ſtay my children bleeding 
« How prevent the widow's tears 


« Prudence, mild, muſt ſooth the ſtorm ; 
c Prudence ſtop my children's woes 
« Prudence, dreſt in Ho BAR T's form, 


„ Muſt the growing ills compoſe. 


« Patient, faithful, mild, and juſt, 
« He ſhall make their diſcord ceaſe, 0 
« Greatly, godlike in his truſt, = 
« He ſhall ſeal their mutual peace. | A 


« Injur'd IRELAND he ſhall guide, 
« BRITAIN'S errors ſhall upbraid, 

% He ſhall open Wealth's fair tide, 

« And ſet free reſtricted Trade. 


« 'Then ſhall Commerce gladly ſmile, | 
« In each flying gale, unfurPd, * 
« Hov'ring twixt her fav rite Ile 
« And a growing Weſtern world, 
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„ IAELAGd, happy in redreſs.— 
« Br1TAIN, fav'd by canceld laws. 
% Each ſhall HoBarT's conduct bleſs, 


« Each proclaim her loud applauſe. 


« High, amidſt the good and great, 
«© Honour ſhall enroll his name; 

« Friend and father to each ſtate 
« He ſhall fill the trump of Fame !” 


IRELAND, raptur'd, ſtruck the lyre, 
Neptune ſtill'd the roughen'd main, 
Nymphs and Triton's caught the fire; 

Heav'nly muſic lor d the ſcene, 


6 4 30 


